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AUTHOlfS NOTE TO THE SECOND 
EDITION. 


SiHoa the first edition of this book was published, 
some three weeks ago, a grave event has oceucred, 
which may be said to have closed an epoch in the 
history of Literature. Tennyson, Poet and Lau- 
reate, the last, perhaps, of the exponents of a 
pure, refined, and musical school of English poesy, 
has left us. I will not say he has " crossed the 
bar," because I consider that phrase has been 
overdone. He has passed away in the fulness of 
years and honours, amid the sorrowing regret of all 
those thonsuids to whom his melodious muse was 
as a part of home and country. No poet ever 
IbM a tpore easy and amply rewarded life, — no 
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poet ever died a more ea&]i*,flO<r envjyfibld dedtli. 

f V r 

And 1 have pothing te fi^ant { luive said* 

of him in'* my cht^r ei^ithid ' «pf Certain Great 
Poets.’* I am 'soryy tllE^ did not live to 
i^ead my lines, as I Jmow he \roiild fiave rsadtly^ 

^ ha # 

understood the si^rcere itturU olf admiration, fift' bid 
great qualities tbat'^mQved mev^dio my oib^id 
speech. My “ reviewers ’* have- ^ot , elected to 
quote any woifd ^ muie,,on tiaie subject the late 
Laureate, they genewi)^* preferring to save time 
«m4 ^uble by an allround but rash declaration 
that btkore mno gob^ ^d of anj one in my book. 

If * ^ 

I therefore ehallenge my fe^rs to the peroaal of* 
" Certain Great Poets,’*' for I^will yi^ ,to no bne 
in my admiration of TennyboBf ifor'bbt “evni to' 
Lewis Morris, who ifolls '|um *^.liLtsti^^ whmeas 
I was i^vilegcd to' cdl hmi^' t have 

praised his j^uius witbil^ |(fodi*f^utvonr and pos* 
sibly more sincerity V ^^wsifiers who 

have written rhyme^ iotl^ jsei^ory yrbile afaifo* 
bling for bis vacant po^; rei^^Knfo ^ 

Diogenes-like nnsociabili^ 4nd d^tnate ^ 
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is 


**otits)dfrvq]|^r/<'' only said what every one 
*iadmits to be irtcor I inCase^be b^ tbe copy of 
a letter reciaved '*|roia Bpof not 

before bis doatibv' 

ALWoBinlrHASLKMBiua, StjnitKT. 

DEAR ' Ihablt yott beSrtily for your 

kind ilbtte# •stad l||]||eotni9/gif^ Yqq’ io well not to 
care for famS,* S^to^^ fiame is too oftbn a mere 

Nf ♦« 

crown o^>itUorns, and bithtj^ |lSl ^e Valgaiity of &e 

world upon yon. Jl''fiometiBito Wisb I had never 

¥ 

written a Imeu 

VYonr friend, 

“ Tjsnntboh.’’ 

i 

!Qm **‘vnlgaj3^ worl^ *' and the “ outside 
tul^^' afb by' 4rhic^ tbe literary folk 

designate th« w&et fubl&iS witbout^^whose sub- 
stantial s^fleiiii^dn> they, tbe inside elect, would 

% 

starirfe ‘thoL** outside Jfukalt*’ however, with nn- 
eneii^,^gOM listed bam pi^based Tennyson's 
isork ^ ^ ^t dfty^yeuB, and in tbe rich 
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harvest of thoughts- they have thus gathered, they 
can smile with a tender indnlgence at their £in^y* 
Minstrel’s shrinking aversionMio the " crowd " who 
loved him. He was the greatest poet of tho 
torian era ; and, draped in the dig of England,^ as 
befits his sturdy and splendid patriotism, he sleeps 
the''8leep of the just and ||)ure-mip4ed who have 
served their Ait, as worthy subjects serve their 
QueeUi loyally and unilinchin^y to the et^d. It was 
fitting,’* 1 suppose, that he should be laid to rest 
m <dismal “Poet’s Corner” — (beside Browning, 
too ! the Beal singer beside the Sham 1) — ^bnt many 
would rather have seen him placed in a shrine of 
his own,^a warm grassy grave under the “ talk 
ing ” EngS^oaks whose forest Janguage he so well 

VO 

translated, tyUS thus pent up among the crumbling 
ashes of infellhr and almost forgotten men. 

Another ehange has come "o’er the spirit of 
my dream” ^ince, in the language of the Da^ 
Chronicle, I back the curtain and made my 
bow to the public “in a brees^, not to say dap* 
bang, manner." The Pall MaM QeuutU has 
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ol^attged hands and polities. Once, as will be seen 
in tha eneoing pages, I adored the Pall MaU Gazette. 
Its fads, its whimsies, its prize " booms,” and 
above ^all its religious notions, were my delight 
It was, as I said, a “ bright particular star ” in 
the sphere of journalism, but I doubt whether it 
will continue to shine on. 1 much fear that its 
days of Whimsicality and Boom are over, though 
it now has a serious and gentlemanly Scot for an 
editor, wito does not find, his chief amusement in 
levelling cheap sneers at Crown and Constitution, 
and advocating a dangerous and (at heart) un- 
popular Democracy. However, we thall see. In 
the interim, though I may not dow** adore” the 
PaH Matt, 1 mournfully respect it. * 

I fancy I have made a slight error'^inthat harm- 
less, hot Grundy-Searing jest of ibine entitled 
1!he Jonrnalist'B Creed,” I have alloded to the 
excellent and brilliant Henry Labouchere, as ‘‘very 
Bad of very Bad." It should have been " very 
Tory nt very Tory,” This is absurd? Incon- 
gmdna? Impossible? Well! Bvents will prove 
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whether I am right or wrong. And I beg to ass lire 
all whom it may concern, that I consider there id 
no more ''irreverence” in the "Journalist’s 
Creed ** than is displayed by the respectable church- 
goer wlio murmurs an address or prayer to God in 
the hollow of his stove-pipe hat, rather than spoil 
the set of his trousers by kneeling down. 

I very earnestly desire to thank my critics one 
and all for the attention they have bestowed upon 
me. They have taken me very seriously; much 
more seriously than I have taken myself. I am 
so little "peculiar,” that I confess to have copied 
the phraseology of my diatribes on certain poets 
and novelists from the language of the " reviews ” 
in divers journals, and I am truly surprised to hear 
such phraseology termed " vuli^ar.” When I was 
a " known ” author (I was, once !) reviewers " re- 
viewed ” me with a profuseness of vitui)erative force 
that struck me as singular ; hut I did not presume 
to call their well-rounded terms of abuse "vulgar” 
or " scurrilous.” Now I see I might very well 
have done so, as they all agree in a condemnation 
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of their own literary vernacular. One lives and 
teams (this is a platitude), and when an author 
anonymously “slates'* those who anonymously 
“ slate *’ him, it is curious and instructive to 
observe what a different view is taken of his case 1 
It is a strange world (platitude number two). 

In conclusion I would fain express my gratitude 
for the diverting entertainment which I have had 
out of the various “ guesses ” as to my identity. 
They are guesses as wild and Btrang(} and erroneous 
as any that ever followed the track of a “donaino 
noir *’ througli the niaaos of Carnival. I can, 
however, only repeat that I ‘am not what 1 
seem, and that up to the present, so far as my 
personality has been hinted at, or even boldly 
asserted, such supposititious “clues*’ are. all random 
shots and fall wide of the mark. With the utmost 
civility, I beg to inform you, dear friends and 
enemies alike, that in this trivial matter of “ guess- 
hag/* you are all, every one of you, — wrong ! 

Thb Silver Domino. 


Nov, 9th, 1892. 
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1 . 

OPKNBTH DIBCOUBBB. 

WicUii old musty, dudty, time-trodden arena of 
Literature and Society, what now ? Are your 
doors wide open, and may a stranger enter ? 
perpetual dance is going on, so your outside adver- 
tisements proclaim ; and truly a dance is good so 
long as it is suggestive of wholesome mirth. But 
is yours a dance of Death or of Life ? A fandango 
of mockery, a rigadoon of sham, or a’ waltzing- 
game at “ beggar my neighbour ” ? Moreover, is 
the fun worth paying for? Let me look in and 
ludga 

Nay, by the gods of Homer, what a dire confn- 
ston of sight and sense and sound is all this 
mortal coil ” and whirligig of humanity ? What 


I 
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noise and laughter, interspersed with sundry 
groanings, as of fiends in Hell ! Listening, 1 eatob 
the echoes of many voices I know ; now and again 
I have glimpses of faces that in their beauty or 
ugliness, their smiling or sneering, are perfectly 
familiar to me. Friends ? No, not precisely. 
No man who has lived long enough to be ^lise in 
social wisdom can be certain that he has a firiend 
anywhere : besides, 1 do not pretend to have 
found what Socrates himself could not discover. 
Enemies then ? Truly that is probable I Enemies 
are more than luxuries ' they are necessities ; one 
cannot live strongly or self-reliantly without them. 
One does not forgive them (such pure Christianity 
has never yet been in vogue) ; one fights them, 
and fighting is excellent exercise. So, have at 
you all, good braggarts of work done and undone I 
' I am as ready to give and take the " passado " as 
any Mercutio on a hot Italian day. Note or diB*>. 
regard me, I care naught ; it is solely for my own 
diversion, not for yours, that, I come amongst you. ' 
I want my amusement as others want theirs, and 
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nothing amuses me quite so much as the strange 
'customs and behaviour of the men and women of 
my times I love them — in a way ; but I cannot 
help laughing at them — occasionally. Sentiment 
would be wasted on them ; one does not “ grieve ” 
over folly and vice any more, unless one is an ill- 
paid'- (and therefore ill-used) cleric, because folly 
and vice assume such pettifogging and ludicrous 
aspects that one’s risible faculties are at once 
excited, and pity dries up at its fountain-head. 
For we live in a little age, and nothing great «an 
breathe in the stifling atmosphere of our languid, 
listless indifference to God and man. 

Nevertheless, there is a curious touch of fan- 
tastic buffoonery in everything that temporarily 
stirs our inertia nowadays. Consider 'our Brown- 
ing-mania ! Our Stanley-measles ! With what 
dubious and half-bewildered enthusiasm we laid 
the mortal remains of our incomprehensible *' Bor- 
dello ” to rest in Westminster Abbey f With what 
vulgar staring and ridiculous parade we gathered 
together to see the cute ” Welsh trader in ivoiy 
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wedded to his “ Tennant for life ” in the same 
wrongfally-ased sacred edifice I Has not onr 
world of fashion ” metaphorically kissed the 
cow-boots of Buffalo Bill? and “once upon a 
time,” as the fairy-tales say, did not the great 
true heart of England poor itself out on — Jumbo ? 
A mere elephant, vast of trunk and small of tail — 
a living representative of our Indian and African 
possessions ; sure ’twas an innocent beast-worship 
that became us well ! What matter if giddy 
Frfmce held her sides with hilarious laughter at 
ns, and Spain and Italy giggled decorously at 9* 
behind their fans and mantillas, and Germany 
broke mto a huge gufiaw at our “ goings-on ” over 
the brim of her beer-mug, — let those laugh who 
win ! And have we not always won ? yea, though 
(in an absent-minded moment) we allowed Bar- 
num, of ever-blessed memory, to buy for vulgar 
dollars that which we once so loved! 

Ah, we are a marvellous and motley erowd at 
this huge gathering called Life, dear gossips all I— 
gossips in society and out of societ]^-^ nu^y. 
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lying, hypocritical, crack-brained crowd ! I glide 
* in among you, masked for the nonce ; I hold my 
silver draperies >vell up to my eyes that the smile 
of derision I now and then in may not 

show itself too openly. I am not wishful to offend, 
albeit I am oft offended. Yet it is well-ni^b im- 
possible to avoid giving offence in these days. 
We are like hedgehogs : we bristle at a touch, out 
of the excess of our hog-like self-conaciousnesB, 
and the linger of Truth laid on a hair of our skins 
makes us start with feeble irritability and tetchy 
nervousness. Christ’s command to bless them 
that curse you, and pray for them which despite- 
fully use you,” is to us the merest feeble paradox ; 
for our detestation of all persons who presume to 
interfere with oar busineBS, and who nay unplea- 
Bant things about ns, is too burningly sincere to 
admit of discussion. I, for my part, frankiy con- 
fess to entei^ining the liveLiest animosity towards 
eertain individuals of my acquaintance, people 
who (diake my hand with the utmost cordiality, 
smfle ingenuoQsly in my eyes, and then go off and 
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write a lying paragraph about me in order to 
pocket a nefarious half-crown. I never feel die-' 
posed to ** bless ” such folk, and certes, I should 
be made of flabbier matter than a jelly-fish if I 
prayed for them. 

But then 1 am not a Christian ; please under- 
stand that at once. I am a Jew, a GentilOi a 
Pharisee, and — a devil ! I may be all four if 1 
like and yet be Pope of Eome. Why not ? since 
these are the days of free thought, and one's 
private religious opinions are not made the subject 
of inquisitorial examination. Moreover, all classes 
aid and abet <hc truly pious hypocrite, provided 
his hypocrisy be strictly consistent. With equal 
delightsomeness, all creeds, no matter how absurd, 
just now obtain some kind of a hearing. We are 
at perfect libeity to worship any sort of fetish we 
like, without interference. We can grovel before 
our Divine Self, and sink ttr the lowest possible 
level of degradation in zi^istering to its gree^ 
wants, and yet we sh^ not for this cause he 
ostracised from society or excommunicated froiBv 
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anj sacred pale. With clerics and wilh laymen 
alike, oar Divine Self needs more care than our 
soul’s salvation ; for our Divine Self, in its splendid 
egoism, is a breathing, eating, drinking, digesting 
Necessity ; our soul’s salvation is a hazy, far-off, 
dubious concern wherein we are but vaguely 
interested, a sort of dream at night which we 
now and then remember languidly in the course 
of the day. 

Talking of dreams, one cannot but consider 
them with a certain respect They are such very 
powerful *• factors,” as the useful penny-a-liner 
would say, in the world’s history. Wo affect to 
despise them ; and yet how large a portion of the 
community are at this moment getting their daily 
bread*and-batter out of nothing more substantial 
than the *' airy fabric ” of a vision, which in this 
particular instance has proved solid enough to 
establish itself as ond'^i the foundations of Euro- 
pean civilisation. 

The angel of the Lor^^/^peared unto Joseph »« 
a dream." ' ’ 
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It ie all there. That dream of the good Joseph 
was the strange nutshell in which lay the germ of 
all the multitudinous Churches, Popes, Cardinals, 
Archbishops, bishops, confessors, priests, parsons, 
and last (not least), curates. One wonders (when 
one is a doomed and damned “ masquer " like 
myself) what would have happened if Joseph had 
dreamed a different dream ? or, as might have 
chanced, if he had slept so profoundly as not to 
have dreamed at all? We should have perkaps 
bc^n under the sway of Mahomet (another dream), 
or Buddha (another dream); for certain it is 
we cannot do without dreams at any period of our 
lives, from the celebrated “ deep sleep " of Adam, 
when he dreamt he lost a rib to gain a vrife, 
down to the “ hypnotic-trance ” schools of to-day^ 
where we are gravely informed we can be taught 
how to murder each other “ by suggestioni" !l%e 
most abandoned of us has an Idea — or an IdOal*-^. 
of something better (or worse) than ourselves, m* 
cording to whether our daily potations be ernshid 
<|jft of burgundy grape, or made of mere vnlgW 
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gin-and-water. Even Hedge, growing stertorous 
%nd sleepy over his poisoned beer and Daily Tele- 
graph at his favourite “ public, takes his turn at 
ca8tle>building, and drowsily muses on a coming 
time of Universal Uproar, which till it comes is 
proudly called Socialism, when the “ sanguinary ” 
aristocrat will be laid low in the levelling mire, 
and he, plain Hodge, will be proved a more valu- 
able human unit than any educated ruler of any 
realm. Alas for thee, good Hodge, that thou 
shonld'st hoozily indulge in such romantic flights 
of fancy I Thou, who in uninstructed thirsty haste 
dost rush to vote for him who most generously 
{dies thee with beer, what would’st thou do without 
the aristocrat or rich man thou would’st fain 
trample upon 7 Who would employ tliee, simple 
Hodge ? Another Hodge like thyself ? Grant 
this, mid lo ! Hodge Number Two, by possessing 
the means, the will and the power to make thee 
work ..to him, tacitly becomes thy master and sn- 
pmto. ' ^Bl^refore the Equality thou clamourest 
^ Xj, is wholly at an end if thou, Hodge Numlto 
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One, dost hire thyself ont as labourer or servant 
to Hodge Number Two! This is a plain state- 
ment, made plainly, without Gladstonian periods 
of eloquence; think it over, friend Hodge, when 
thou art alone, sans beer and cheap news-sheet to 
obfuscate thy simple intelligence. 

Nevertheless, it would be cruel to deprive even 
Hodge of an idea, provided the idea be good for 
him. For ideas are the only unalterable sugges- 
tions of the eternal ; their forms change, but 
themselves are ever the same. One Idea, running 
through history, built Baal-bec, the Pyramids, the 
temples of India, the Dnomo of Milan, and in our 
own poor day of brag, the hideous Eiffel tower. 
The idea has always been the same ; to compass 
great height and vastness of some kind, and Eiffd 
has only dragged down to the level of his merely 
mechanical intelligence Nimrod’s fantastic notion 
of the Tower of Babel. Nimrod had a belief that 
he could reach Heaven. M. Eiffel was convinced 
he could advertise himself. VoUck la dxfeumss ! 
That “difference” is the great gulf between 
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ancient art and modem. In the past they went 
^r-gazing and tried to climb — in the present, we 
stay where we are, look after ourselves, and put op 
an advertisement. Thus has the form of the idea 
changed from the likeness of a god into a painted 
clown — ^yet, fundamentally, it is still the same idea. 
And, reduced to its primeval element, its first dim, 
nebulous hint, an idea is nothing but a dream. 

Hence I return to my previous proposition, i.e., 
the respect we owe to dreams, particularly when 
they result in fixed realities such as, wel\,! — 
such as curates, for example. 1 mention this 
class of individuals particularly, because there 
are so many of them, and also because they are 
generally so desperately poor, and (to young 
ladies in country parishes) so desperately in- 
teresting. What English fiction would do without 
a curate or a clerical personage of some kind or 
(^her to figure in its pages I dare not imagine. 
-The novels of other countries do not produce 
sucdi hosts ot invaluable churchmen, but in 
'EiJlg^md tile most successful books are frequently 
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those which treat of the clergy, from “Bobert 
Elsmere,” who found himself startled out of 
orthodoxy by a few familiar and well-ventilated 
French and German theories of creed, down to 
the gentle milksops of the church as found 
in the novels of Anthony Trollope and the dreary 
stories of Miss Edna Lyall. This well-inten- 
tioned lady’s productions would assuredly find 
few readers were it not for the *' old-woman-and- 
faded-spinster ” fanaticism for clergymen. And 
yctr- I once knew a wicked army man (wor- 
shippers of Edna Lyall prepare to be disgusted ! 
truth is always disgusting) who for some yeus 
amused himself by collecting out of the daily 
newspapers, cuttings of all the police reports and' 
criminal cases in which clergymen were 
oated, and this volume, an exceedingly bulky on^ 
he brought to me, with a Mephistophelian twmlde 
in his bad old eyes. 

“Bead, mark, learn, and inwardly ' digest f ^ 
said he. “These fellows in ‘holy ordors* hi^e 
committed pvery crime in the calendar, shll; the 
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only iniaohief I have not foand them out in yet ie 
Airaon ! ” 

This was the foot. The calm, nnromantic 
statements of the police, as chronicled in that 
oarefolly-collected book of damnatory evidence, 
bore black witness against clerical virtue and 
morality — a “ reverend ” was mixed up in every 
sort of “ abomination ” which in old times called 
down the judgments of the Lord — save and except 
the one thing — that none of them had been con- 
victed of wilfully setting fire to their own or other 
peoples’ dwellings. But I believe — 1 may be 
wrong — ^that Arson is not a very common crime 
with any class. It is not of such frequent occur- 
rence as murder or bigamy — or if it is, it does 
not attract so much attention. So I 'fancy it 
may be taken for granted that clergymen are, 
on the whole, not a whit better, while they are 
very often worse, than the laity they preach at — 
hence their ** calling and election ” is vain, and 
npjilpdy wonders that they are by their proven 
jnellmnney caoslng the very pillars of the Church 
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to totter and fall. And bas not Parliament been 
eeriously busying itself with a “Clerical Immo- 
rality ’’ Bill ? This speaks volumes for the 
integrity of tbe preachers of the Gospel ! 

As for me, who am no Churchman, but merely 
a stray masquerader strolling through the social 
bazaar, 1 consider that all churches as they at 
present exist, are mockeries, and as such, are in- 
evitably doomed. Nothing can save them; no 
prop will keep them up; neither fancy spiritualism, 
por theosophism, nor any other “ ism “ offered by 
notoriety-hunting individuals as a stop-gap to lEb 
impending crash. Not even the Booth-boom 
will avail — that balloon of cleverly-inflated phil- 
anthropy which has been sent up just high 
enough to attract attention from the gapihg 
Britishers, who, like big children, must), always 
liave something to stare at. Of . course, 
opinion, being the opinion of an “anonymous,"^ 
is worthless, and 1 do not offer it as being 
valuable. In saying things, I say them for my 
own amusement, and if I bpre any oi;^' 1^ my 
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remarks, so much the more am I delighted. As 
If matter of fact, I take peculiar pleasure in boring 
people. Why? Because people always bore me^ 
and I adore the sentiment of revenge ! And that 
I stand here» masked, a stranger to all the 
brilliant company whirling wildly around me, 
is also for my own particular entertainment. 
If 1 have said anything to offend any of the 
excellent clericals I see running towards me 
with the inevitable “ collection-plate,” I am sorry* ^ 
But I will not bribe them for their good opinion, 
nor will I flatly disobey the command received 
(which they all seem to forget), **Do not your 
alms before men.” Besides, I have nothing with 
me just now — ^not a farthing. I am only in this 
great assembly for a few moments, and my 
silvel’ domino,” lavishly studded with stars, has 
cost me dear. For the completion of churches, 
and the mending of chancels, and the french- 
polishing of pews, I have no spare cash. Walls 
will not hold me when I am fain to worship— 

1 take the whole arching width of the uncostly 

% 
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sky. There are rich old ladies in this vast 
throng of people, doubtless ? — dear Gbristian 
souls who hate their younger relatires, and who 
are therefore willing to spend spare cash in order 
to prove their love of God. From these gather 
your harvest while you may, all ye ordained 
disciples of the Lord,” but excuse a poor 
wandering Nobody from No-land from the un- 
congenial task of helping to provide a new organ 
for parish yokels, and from sending out cheap 
Bibles to the “ heathen Chinee,” who frequently 
disdains to read them. Let me pass on — I am 
not worth buttonholing — and I want to take a 
passing glance at things in general. I shall 
whisper, mutter, or talk loudly about anything 
I see, just as the humour takes me. Only, I will 
not promise any polite lying. ’ Not becanse 1 
object to it, but simply because it has beeomet' 
commonplace. Everybody does it, and it 
has ceased to be original, or even diplomatic. 
To openly declare the Truth — the tirath of what 
w$ are now, and what, in the course of -out 
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present down-hill “ progress,” we are likely to 
become ; the truth that is incessantly and relent- 
lessly gnawing away at the foundations of all 
oar social sophistries — to do this, 1 say, and 
stand by it when done, would Le the only possible 
novelty that could really startle the indolent and 
exhausted age. But nobody will undertake it. It 
would be too troublesome. One would run so 
many risks. Qne would offend so many nice ” 
people 1 True — T&ey true. All tlie same, neither 
for convenience nor amiability do I personalliy 
consider myself bound to tell lies for the mere 
sake of lying. So, while elbowing a passage 
through the crowd, I shall give expression to 
whatever thoughts occur to me, inconsequentially 
or rationally, as my varying moods suggest; 
mored^er, I -sliall be very content to glide out 

' v* 

of the “ hurly-burly,” and enter it no more, 
whe i^ nce I have said my say. 




II. 

SOLILOQVISETH ON LITTLE MANNERS 




SOLIIiOqniSBTH on littlb mannebs. 


Onk can hardly be among a great number of people 
more or less distinguished, without observing the 

way they move, talk, walk, and generally behave 

• 

themselves. And the first impression received on 
entering the throng over which the electric light 
flashes its descriptive sky-sign “ Present Day ” is 
distinctly one of — bad manners ; yes, bad, un- 
|o8tling, “higgledy-piggledy” manners. 
The general effect (bird’s-eye view) is as of motley- 
clothed lunatics hurrying violently along to a land 
of lihwhere. Men stoop and shuffle and amble 
fin)m the knees, instead of walking with an erect 
and demeanour ; women skip or waddle, 

making thereby an undue exhibition of purely' 
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English foei In art-collections one sees plenty 
of old engravings wherein are depicted gallant/ 
well-shaped gentlemen, pressing three-cornered 
hats to the left sides of their lace-ruffled, manly 
bosoms, and bending with exquisite deference and 
stately deportment to demurely sweet dames, who, 
holding out gossamer skirts in taper fingers, peir- 
form the prettiest curtsies in response. It must 
have been charming to see them thus habitually 
realising the value of mutual politeness in everyday 
life ; one would like to witness a revival of the 

I 

same. Men lost nothing by outwardly expressing 
a certain reverence for women; women gained a 
great deal by outwardly expressing their gentle 
acknowledgment of that reverence. “ Manner 
makyth the man," says the old adage, and if 
that be true, then there are no men, for certainly 
there are no manners — at least, not among the 
" upper ten." I am in a position to judge, for 1 
am somewhat of a favourite at Court, where 
manners are not at a very high premium. 1 can 
only judge, of course, fay what 1 see, and in my 
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observations of the fair sex I submit that, not 
"*being a "fair” myself, I may bo wrong. Yet I 
believe it is true that ladies of high rank and good 
education are obliged to be taught (three lessons 
for one guinea) how to make a proper obeisance 
to the Queen. And the lesson is, 1 presume, too 
cheap to include any training in the art of decently 
polite behaviour during the " wait ” before entering 
the Throne-room. The impudent push and self- 
assertion of these "noble dames” is something 
amazing to witness: the looks at one another-s- 
looks as bold as those of Jezebel — the scramble, 
the reckless tearing of lace, and scratching of arms 
and shoulders in the heated melee is — well — simply 
degrading to the very name of womauhoud. Better, 
dear ladies, not to go to a Drawing-room at all 
if you cannot get to your Queen without tearing 
your fellow-woman’s dress oif her back and in- 
flicting scars on her unprotected shoulders. Men 
are better behaved at the levhs, but among them 
all scarce one knows how to bow. Nevertheless, 
they ate more polite to each other than women 
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are; they are obliged to be — no man will take 
insolence from another man without instantlj^ 
resenting it. 

A strange thing it is to consider how poets have 
raved from time immemorial about the “ grace ” - 
of woman 1 It is pathetic to see how these in- 
genuous verse-writers will persist in keeping up 
their illusions. As a matter of fact, in England 
at least, there is scarce one woman in a hundred 
who knows how to walk well. And that one is 
always such a “ peculiar ” object that her move- 
ments are generally commented upon as “ affected." 
To a masculine observer this is very strange. A 
lady who bundles up her clothes well behind, 
exposes thick legs, flat feet, and ugly boots all. 
once in order to effect her entrance into carriage 
cab, or omnibus, is, by certain of her own sex, 
voted “ a good soul," “ unaffected,” " no nonsense 
about her," " as frank and simple a creature as 
ever lived." But a lady who lifts her dress just 
high enough to show the edge of a dainty laoe on 
her petticoat, clean, trim boots, the suspicion of an 
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ankle, and only the pleasing suggestion of a leg — 
*^e — ah ! nasty designing creature ! No good, 
my dear ! ” “ all affectation, every bit of her ! ” 
“Look at the lace on her petticoat I" This last 
'olanse, 1 have noticed, is always damnatory in the 
opinion of super-excellent females with no lace on 
their petticoats. There is enough in this sugges- 
tion to make even a strolling masquerader pause 
and- meditate, because, arguing from the point of 
view taken by many eminently virtuous dames, 
it would seem that manners, i.e., walking we^, 
keeping clean, and holding one’s self with a certain 
affable grace and air of distinction, are indicative 
of latent cunning. This curious but popular 
fallacy applies in England to men ^ as well as 
womeix. The awkward gawk, whose clothes never 
ht, and who appears to be always encumbered and 
distressed by his own hands and feet, is frequently 
declared to be a " good fellow,” “ heart in the 
light place,” ” regular trump,” and so forth, as 
probably he is. 1 do not for a moment imply that 
he is not But I will maintain that because a man 
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holds himself well, dresses well, and is perfectly at 
ease with the appurtenances of his own body, 
need not therefore he “ a confirmed rmS,” “a turf 
man,” or “ a club gamester.” But this is what he 
frequently passes for if he dares to indulge in a 
suspicion of “manner.” In fact, the only pre- 
sumable effort of “ style ” now attempted by the 
men of to-day appears to be concentrated in the art 
of twirling or stroking the moustache whenever the 
owner of the moustache perceives a pretty woman, 
l^bis little trick is done in different ways, of 
course ; the “ twist ” can be rendered insolently, 
familiarly, aggressively, or with a caressing f^ne 
movement, indicative of dawning amotrousneitt. 
It is frequently effective, particularly with school- 
girls and provincial misses, who have been known 
to render up their susceptible hearts instanta- 
neously to one victorious twirl of a really well- 
grown moustache, but 1 have also seen many 
creditable performances of moustache-twirling 
completely thrown away on unappreciative women. 
It is, however, the only piece of elegance— •‘if 
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elegance it can be called — indulged in by the true 
’^masher.” And beyond it he never soars. He 
does not know how to lift his hat gracefully; he 
does not know how to outer a room (without look- 
ing vaguely surprised or beamingly idiotic), or 
leave it again with any touch of affable dignity. 
His movements are generally stiff and ungainly to 
the very last degree, and, worst of all, he seldom 
has any brains to make up for his lack of breeding. 

A good position from whence to observe the 
manners of the time is close to the right hand pf 
the Premier on the evening of a great crush at the 
Foreign OflBce. If courtly Lord Salisbury bo there, 
yottj^ in his bow, smile, and cordial handshake 
the ^nest essence of diplomatic urbanity and ease. 
But when you have exchanged greetings with him 
and his gracious lady you have seen nearly all you 
shall see of “ manner.” The throng come tumbling 
in helter-skelter, treading on each other’s heels, for 
all the world like an untrained crowd of the ” bas- 
peuple," all heated, all flustered, all vaguely staring 
ahead. Ambassadors, foreign princes, military 
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dignitarieB, jerk their heads spasmodically on 
entering the rooms, but evidently have no prop^ 
notion of a bow, while some of them let their arms 
hang stiffly down at their sides, and proffer a 
salutation that seems as though it were the resnlt 
of a galvanic wire working their spines by some 
curious patent process not yet quite perfected. 
And the women ! — the poets’ goddesses ! They . 
arrive in very un goddess-like bundles of rich 
clothing, some waddling, some ambling, some 
sidling, but only a rare few, a dozen at most, 
wallciiig, or carrying themselves as being at all 
superior to their gowns. Most of these “ fair ” 
forget to curtsey properly to their distinguished 
entertainers, and the general impression made 
on the mind of an observer in looking at the 
“manner” of their entrance is distinctly un- 
pleasing. Most of them wear far too many 
diamonds, a notable sign of egregious bad taste. 

woman I saw there on one occasion wore a smrt 
of dish-cover of diamonds on her head. (A friend 
told me it was a “garland”; it may have beeni^ 
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bnt it looked like a dish-cover.) Her hair was 
^raight and flat, and stuck close to her scalp, and 
beneath the gorgeous headpiece of jewels was a fat 
red face profusely adorned with wrinkles and 
pimples, on which the diamonds cast a cruel glare. 

Alas, good soul,” I thought, as she went glitter- 
ing past, “ thou hast fallen on the most evil hour 
of all thy span — the fateful time when thy jewels 
are preferable to thyself!” — though, truly, as an 
unnoteworthy personage, I may here remark that 
I do not like diamonds. I own that a few choice 
stones, finely set and sparkling among old lace, are 
effective, but the woman who can wear a soft white 
gown without any ornaments save natural flowers 
would always carry away the palm of true dis- 
tinction for ma 1 confoss my notions are old- 
fashioned, especially those concerning women. 

Talking of the Foreign OlBce, there was a 
terrible man there once who trod on everybody’s 
toes. He seemed bom to do it. He was tall and 
pdwerM, and wore the full Highland costume. I 
ebaS never fbrget the bow he made to Lady 
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Salisbury — it bent bim double in true Scottish 
fashion ; for a hond-fide Scot, you know, alwa^ 
yearns to cast himself on his knees before a title- 
It is in his blood and heritage so to do : the 
remains of the old humility practised by the clans 
to their chiefs what time they were all robbers and 
rievers together. This man literally divided him- 
self to do fitting homage to the Premier’s lady — 
his head sank to the level of the hem of her dress, 
while the back part of his kilt (not to be irreverent) 
ipse visibly in air in a way that was positively 
startling. The achievement appeared to alarm 
some people, to judge by their anxious looks. 
Would the noble Highlander ever come straight 
again ? That was the question that was evidently, 
agitating the observers of his attitude. , He did 
come straight, with galvanic suddenness too, and 
mjirched off on the war-path through the rooms, 
planting his foot, not “ on his native heath,” bnt 
on every other foot he could find w^h a manly 
disregard of consequences. He a‘’gri^ man 
he is a great man ; 1 feel sure he ' must oih^' 
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niee he would not have hurt so mauy people with- 
dht apologising. 

As a matter of fact, there is nothing so rare in 
these days as distinguished and affable manners. 
An Arab thief has often more external personal 
dignity than many an English peer. In some of 
the best houses in the land 1 have seen the owners 
of the stately . surroundings comport themselves 
with sueh awkward sheepishness as to suggest the 
idea that they were there by mistake. I have seen 
great ladies sitting in their own drawing-rooms 
with a fidgety and anxious air, as though they 
momentarily expected to be ordered out by their 
paid domestics. When I was “ green ” and new 
to Society 1 used to think somewhat of dukes and 
emrls. I had a foolish notion that the wearers of 
great histone names must somehow look as if they 
inwardly felt the distinction of race and ancestry. 
Now that 1 know a great many of these titled folk, 
X have diseov^jid my mistake. I find several of 

a “bore.” They 
.iRAi'kH to show that th^ ever 
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had ancestors. They might indeed. have Iveen 
ground into existence by means of a tnnung-latlf&, 
for aught of inherited beauty, stateliness or 
courtesy they exhibit. 1 have seen great dukes 
bulge into a room with less grace than sacks of 
flour, and I have watched “ belted earls ” sneaking 
timorously after the footman who announced thm 
lofty names, with a guilty air a** though they had 
picked that footman’s plush pockets on the way. 
I once heard a very, very “ blue-blooded ” duchess 
(un through the items of her chronic indigestion 
with as much weight and emphasis of detail as a 
brandy-seeking cook. A famous lord, brother to a 
famous duke, has shuffled into my study and sunk 
into a chair with the " manner ” of an escaped 
convict, and I have had much ado to drag him <mt 
of his self-evident humiliation. He has picked his 
fingers and surveyed his boots disconsolately; -He 
has felt the leg of his trouser ha doubifol pli^i 
That his “ ancestry” performed aels of TalogtiieD. 
Bosworth field awakens in his flabby sonl B<r||alee 
of pride. His heroic progenitors might 
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have been tallow-ohandlera for all be cares. Yet 
htf is the living representative of their greatness, 
more's the pity ! I often wonder what those old 
Bosworth fellows would say if they could come 
to life and laee him — their descendant — as he is — 
with but two ideas in his distinguished noddle — 
ballet-girls and brandy-and-soda ! 

I am here reminded of an incident which in this 
place may not come amiss. I happened to be 
present on one occasion at a luncheon-party made 
up chiefly of men, most of them well known in 
Parliament and society. Our hostess was (and is) 
a lady who always has more men than women at 
her parties, but on this particular day there was 
one stranger present, a lady noted for a great 
literary success. After luncheon, when this lady 
took leave of her hostess and went downstairs into 
tile ball, it was found that her carriage had not 
She waited patiently, with the footman 
M guerd etaring at her. Meanwhile roan after 
man caine downstairs, passed her in the hull as 
tttnugli ,wre a stray aervant (they had all 
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eagerly conversed with her at luncheon, and had 
tried to get as much entertainment out of her %a 
possible), and never uttered a word. Not one ol 
them paused to say, “ Allow me to escort you 
upstairs till your carriage comes,” or, ” Can I do 
anything for you ? ” or, “ May I have the pleasure 
of waiting to see you into your carriage ? ” or any 
other of the old-world chivalrous formalities once 
de rigueur with every gentleman. Not one man ; 
except the last who came down, and who (under 
the immediate circumstances) shall be nameless, 
as he was evidently a fool. Because among' the 
gentlemen who thus passed the lady by, were 
Lord Bandolph Churchill, Mr. Lockwood, Q.G., 
and other ” notabilities,” so I am forced to argue 
from this that it is the very essence of modem 
“ good form ” to ignore a lady (with whom you 
have previously conversed) at the precise moment 
when she might seem to require a little attention. 
So that the stupid and ill-bred person was*1^ 
nameless "he ” who came down last, who spoke to 
the solitary " damosel,” escorted her upstairs again 
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to her hostess, waited with her, chattinf; pleasantly 
iir the drawing*room till her carriage arrived, then 
took her down to it, put her in, and lifted his 
hat respectfully as she drove away. He was not 
“nineteenth-century form” — and his ‘^manner” 
was obsolete. Most people would rather be con- 
sidered downright vulgar than what they are 
pleased to term “ old-fashioned.” 

Hurry kills “manner,” and there can be no 
doubt that in this day we are all in a frantic hurry. 
I don’t know what about, I’m sure. We are after 
no good that 1 can see. I have tried to fathom 
the reason of this extraordinary and vilely un- 
becoming haste, and the only apparent cause 1 can 
discover i» that we are trying to get as much out 
of life as possible before we die. The means, how- 
ever j entirely defeat the object. We have no time 
to be generous, no time to be sympathetic, no time to 
converse well, no time to do anything but feed and 
hKdt'nfter our own interests, and we get so fatigued 
in tile business of living that life itself becomes 
wmrtiileas. At least, so it seems to me. 1 say we 
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are " all ” in a terrible harry, bat this is not 
quite correct. There are exceptions to the rate. 
I myself am one. I never harry. I “laze” 
through life and enjoy it. 1 never “ scramble ” 
for anything, and never “ fluster *’ myself for any- 
body. Even now 1 am sauntering, not rnsbing, 
amidst you all with the utmost ease; I ipove softly 
and talk softly, and, though frequently disposed to 
laughter, 1 never snigger aloud. The loud snigger 
(sign of “ well-bred " hilarity) is the muffled bat 
sxact echo of the donkey’s bray. It resembles it 
in tone and sense and quality. I avoid it ; be(»QB% 
though a donkey is an exceedingly clever beast 
and much maligned, his voice might be easily sur- 
passed. As it is, au natard, it does not app^'to 
me worth imitating. 

And now, pardon me. sirs and dames, bpt as 1 
perceive a small crowd of you engaged in the tmly 
English occupation of staring, not at me, but at my 
glittering domino, and as I do not wish create 
an obstruction, I will, with yonr very good leave, 
pass on. Observe how quietly I i^ide ; with oply 
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lha very faintest rustle of my “ star-spanp^led 
wrappings; striving not to tread on anybody’s 
corns, carefully winding my way in and out the 
busy throng, and only holding myself a little more 
erect than some of you, because — well ! because I 
have no favours to ask of anybody, and therefore 
need not trouble myself to acquire the nineteenth* 
century skulk and proiutiatory grin. And so — on 
through the motley 1 
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PRONOfTNCiilTH ON LBSSRB MORALS. 


I THINK if everybody would only be as frank as 1 
am, they would confess we haven't such a thing as 
a Little Moral left, except in the copy-books. Bjg 
Morals are everywhere, writ largo for all the world 
to see ; we don’t trouble about them because they 
do not individually concern ue — they are merely 
the names and forms that hel[) to keep things 
going. But little morals are gone out of fashion 
entirely. It is rather perplexing when we come to 
think of it* Because we ought to be moral, 
strictly moral ; and feeling that we ought to be, 
we have to pretend that we are. Sometimes we 
find it difficult to keep up the game, but as a rule 
tre sncoeed fmrly well. Only we know, yon know, 
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that a little moral ” ia a bore. That is wfaj, in 
our heart of heartR, we will have nothing to 4o 
"with it. For example, it in not on the lines of 
“ little morality *’ that we should run up bills. 
But we do run tbein up. Sometimes, too, without 
the smallest intention of paying them. It is not 
in the path of unselfish virtue that we should give 
our dear friends wine from the stores ” at 
“ store ” prices, while we carefully reserve our old 
Ghambertin and Chateau d’Yquem for our own 
special drinking ; but we do this sort of thing 
every day. And yet we love our dear friends— 
oh! how we love them! we would do anything 
for them, anything — except produce our Cham* 
bertin. And it is not, 1 believe, a “ little moral,’* 
a copy-book maxim, that we should fall ip 
love with our neighbour’s wife. But that is jnst 
precisely the most delightful among jowc modern 
fashionable amusements. Our neighbour’s wifs 
is the most interesting woman in our social set. 
Onr neighbour’s daughter is not half so interest* 
ing. Beeause our neighbour’s daughter is gener* 
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ftlly marriageable; oar neighbour’s wife is only 
d>Torceable — hence her superior charm. The 
BoandalouB and rude statement, “ Whoso lookoth 
on his neighbour’s wife to lust after her, hath 

already committed ” No, no! I will not 

defile delicate ears polite with pure Now Testa- 
ment language. It is too strong ; it is painfully 
strong — quite unpleasant — a thunderous speech 
uttered by the holiest lips that ever breathed 
man’s breath, but it is shocking, and gives our 
nerves an unpleasant thrill. Because we do loqlt 
after our neighbour’s wife a good deal nowadays ; 
*' neigh " after her is the old Scriptural term for 
our latter-day custom, which has been set in 
vogue by the most distinguished examples of 
aristocracy among us. And our neighbour’s wife’s 
husband is a capital butt for our ” chaff ” ; we 
like him, oh. yes, we always like him : we go and 
stay with him for weeks, and shoot game in his 
preserves, and ride his best horses ; he is a 
capital fellow, by Jove, but an awful fool. Yes, 
SO’ he is. Our neighbour’s wife’s husband, is 
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generally a fool. His dense noddle never dhHsems 
any way oat of bis dishonour but the orociked 
path of the law. I haven’t got a wife— ^praise be 
to heaven ! — but if I had, and I found any " noble ” 
I)crBonago disposed to “ neigh ” after her, I know 
wbat I should do with him. 1 should trounce, him 
with a tough cowhide thong till his ” blue blood *' 
declared itself, till bis “ nobility ” roared for 
mercy. Whether he were prince, duke, lord, or 
plain “ Mister,” he would be black as well as 
‘‘ blue ” before I had done with him. Of course 
the law would have to come in afterwards by 
way of a summons for assault, but who would not 
pay liberally for the satisfaction of thrashing a low 
scoundrel ? Besides, viewed in the most prac- 
tical light, it would cost less than the businees 
of divorce, besides having the immense advante^ 
of giving no satisfaction to the guilty parties 
concerned. 

By Heaven, there are some men I know whoip 
J would kick in the way of pore friendship, 
kick would rouse them' to a sense of ^eir pQ^c^ 
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-“msA nrhoae wives are openly shamed, the whole 
pobiie k^wing of their flagrant, unblushing 
infidelity — ^men who stand by and look on at their 
own disgrace, and yet presume to oiTor the 
“example" of a public career to the “lower” 
classes. And how these “ lower ” despise them *, 
how they who still do call a spade a spado are filled 
with honest scorn for such “distinguished" 
cowards ! Well, well, I shall do no good, I 
warrant, by heating my blood in the cause of the 
worthless and degraded ; fidelity in wives, manlj 
principle in husbands, are “ little morals,” and 
seem to have gone out with the jewelled snuff- 
boxes and rapiers of old time. 

Among other of these “ little morals ” it used 
to be tacitly understood that “ gentlemen ’’ should 
pieserve a certain delicacy of speech when con- 
versing before “ ladies.” This idea appears to be 
almost obsolete. Men have no scruple nowadays 
hi falhing about their special ailments to women 
'.not old women either), and they will allude 
tb ^ various ports of their bodies affected by 
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those ailments in the most frankly disgusting 
manner. At a supper-party given by one of th« 
most exalted of noble dames not long ago, I heard 
a brute detailing the ins and oats of his liver '* 
trouble to an embarrassed looking young woman 
of about eighteen. As for the ugly word 
“ stomach," it is commonly used in various circles 
of the beaii-monde, and the most revolting details 
of medicine and surgery are frequently dealt with 
in what used to be termed " polite conversation." 
7'hat ugly old women, and fat, greasy matrons 
love to chatter about their own and their friends' 
illnesses, is of course an accepted fact, but that 
men should do so before a casual company of the 
married and unmarried “ fair " is a new and 
highly repulsive phase of “ social intercourse.” 
I remember hearing the editor of a well-kirnwn 
magazine talk with a pretty young unmariHed 
woman concerning the possibilities of her^sex in 
krt, and after the utterance of many fooliah jdatih 
tudes, he brought his remarks to a brusque tCOft'* 
elusion with the following words: "Oh yes, 1 
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admire gifted women* but* after all* their geniuB 
iound to be interfered with and marred by the 
hearing of children.'' Coarse ruffian as he was, T 
suppose the surprised, hot blush that stained the 
poor girl’s face was agreeable to his low little soul, 
while I, for my part, yearned to knock him down. 
His words, and above all, his manner, implied 
that he in his fatuous mind considered every 
womaTi boinul, willy-nilly, to submit herself to the 
piuiKiona of man, bo slio saint or sinner. “ The 
hearing of children,’’ as he put it, is, according 
natural animal law, the prime business of the 
average woman’s life, average women being seldom 
fit for anything else. But it has to be conceded 
Miat there are women above the average, who, 
gifted with singular powers of ambition and 
attainment, sweep on from one inU Dectual triumph 
to another, and do so succeed in quelling the 
natural animalism that they do not consider 
themselves bound to ** bring forth and multiply ** 
their, Jkind. With brilliant, fiery-souled Bash- 
kirtseff, they exclaim : ''Me marier et avoir des 

5 
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enfants ! Maia chaqne blanchisseuse peat en fain 
iVHtant I ” 

And in her next aontence the captive geaiua 
cries : “ Maia qu’est oe que jc veux ? Ofa, vona 
le aavoz bien. Je veux la gloire ! ” And “ la 
gloire,” dof-pite the opiniona of the Vulgar little 
editor aforementioned, does not precisely consist 
in having babies, in hushing their frantic yellB 
hour after hour, and wiping their perpetually 
dribbling noses, what time th(' fathers of these 
“ bleeainga ” sleep and snore in peace. “ La 
gloire ” assumes an inviting aspect to many 
feminine souls to-dny, and the “joys of marriage” 
pale in comparison. It is rather a dangoroos 
seed to sow, this “ la gloire,” in the hitherto tame 
fields of woman’s life and labour, and the harvest 
promises to astonish the whole world. That is, 
provided women will he original and not imitate 
men. At present tliey imitate ns too closely, and 
even in the question of coarse freedom of speech 
they ape the masculine example. If a man 
insists on talking about his “liver” a woman 
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Will bring her “ leg.” into the conversation in 
order to be even with him. Tbo vulgar word 
“ripping” slips off the tongue of a well-bred 
young woman as easily as though she were a 
rough schoolboy. And so on througli the whole 
gamut of slang. As a casually interested spec- 
tator of these things, I would respectfully inform 
the “ fair ” that as long as they elect to “ follow ’* 
instead of “lead,” so long will their efforts to 
attain eminence be laughed at and contoinptiiously 
condemned. A painful flahhy-inindednoss dis-^ 
tinguishes many of the sex feminine, an inviting 
readiness to be “ sat upon ” which is perhaps 
touching, hut also ridiculous. If you take up an 
art, dear ladies, you require to bo strong if you 
ever wish to consummate anything worth doing. 
Art accepts no half measures. You will need to 
live solitary and eat the bread of bitterness, with 
tears for wine. Consolations yon will have doubt- 
less, but they will come slowly, and not from 
witihont, only from within. An ethereal ice-air 
will ranround and sever you from the common lot, 
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you will be lifted higher and higher into a cold, 
pure atmoBphore that will require all your force of 
lung to breathe without losing life in the effort. 
If you can stand it— well ! if not, better be Bash- 
kirtseff’s “ blancbisseuse qui peut faire autant.” 

Is it worth while, among “ little morals,” to 
mention gambling? I trow not? Everybody 
gambles, from the men on the Stock Exchange to 
the princes of the blood. We gamble on the turf, 
in the clubs, and in our own homes, with the most 
e admirable persistency. Any trifling excuse serves, 
as, for example, a man askid me the other day to 
risk a sovereign on the question as to whether 
a certain musicdiall artiste’s Christian name 
began with a P, or a W. I declined the offer, 
not being interested in music-ball artistes. And 
this brings me to a final point in our little 
morals,” namely, the point of considering how 
utterly and finally some of us have kicked over the 
traces with regard to preserving the respectability 
and virtue of our women. We frequently allow 
women to do things nowadays that may or will, in 
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the end degrade them, while we put obstacles in all 
directions to retard their elevation to distinction 
in the arts or sciences. We hate the idea of their 
having a voice in the government of the country, 
but we do not at all mind their appearing half 
naked to dance before us on the stage. Wo are 
hardly civil to the young daughters of our aris- 
tocratic host, but we will make a oountoss of the 
public dancer of “break-downs.” We will only 
arrive at an intimate friend's ball in time to eat 
his supper, but we will hang about for hours t9 
stare at an advertised “ beaiity barmaid.” Yet I 
should not say “ we,” since I am not guilty of 
these things. 1 am not fond of music-halls, 
though 1 confess to hading them more enter- 
taining than Mr. Irving’s hydraulic efforts at 
‘ragedy. Still I daresay my good friend Glad- 
stone patronises them more than I do. Again, I 
am not devoted to barmaids. I may here remark 
a trifling particular connected with “ little morals " 
which has often struck me. It is this. A “ man 
abont town ” will kiss a pretty housemaid or any 
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other *' low-class ” woman he fancies without .con* 
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sidering himself demeaned by the act Now, how 
is it that a lady of equal position never wishes to 
kiss a footman or a waiter at a restaurant ? One 
would think the situation as tempting to one sex 
as another. But no. The “ lady ” would con- 
sider herself insulted if kissed by a footman ; the 
“ gentleman ” chuckles with ecstasy if kissed by 
the housemaid. Why is this thus? 1 am 
inclined to think that here the “ fair sex ” score 
*the winning number in the trilling matter of self* 
respect. 

And now we hare come soundly upon the 
cause of our open disregard of “ little morals.” 
It is this : loss of self-respect. We do not 
respect ourselves any longer, probably because 
we do not find ourselves worthy of respect We 
oaimot respect a creature who is ready to sell 
soul, body, sentiment, and opinion for hard cn-ab, 
but that creature is Ourself, in this blessed tiniA 
of progress. Morals are nowhere weighed against 
a fat balance at the banker’s. Self-respect is 



PHONOUNOETH ON LESSEE M0EAL8. 66 

• 

ridicaloas if it opposes the gospel of Grab. What 
will self-respect do for as ? Simply isolate us 
from our fellow-men! Our fellow-mcn tell oon- 
Tenieut lies, cheat prettily, steal their neighbour’s 
wives, and yet walk openly in social daylight; 
why should nut we all do the same? Where 
is the harm? We only hurt ourselves if we 
try to do otherwise, and, what is fur worse, we 
are looked upon as fouls. We cannot possibly 
be “ in the swim ” unless wo are good hypocrites. 
Herein is my sore point. I am unable to hypar 
crise. Candour is part of my composition. It 
is unfortunate, because it keeps me out of many 
deligtitful entertainments where Humbug rules 
the roast. Socrates was not a “ social " favourite, 
neither am I. 1 am perfectly aware how un- 
pleasantly tedious 1 have been all the time 1 
bare talked about morals. They are not in- 
teresting subjects of conversation at any time, 
and people would much rather not hear about 
them at all. True ! Only in church o’ Sundays 
are we bound (by fashion's decree) to listen to 
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discourseB on morality by a possibly immoral 
cleric, but during the week we are, thank Heaven, 
free to forget that morals, little or big, exist. 
This is as it should be in all civilised communities. 
Of course we must keep up the pretence of morality 
— this is a necessity enforced by law and police. 
But we may piously assure ourselves that our 
“feigning” is the most perfectly finished art in 
the world. No nation can out-rival the English 
in Sunday-show morality. It is the severest, 
grandest, dullest Sham ever evolved from social 
history. From its magnitude it commands won- 
dering admiration ; from its ludicrous inconsis- 
tency it provokes laughter. And I, strolling 
idler as I am, stop an instant to stare and smile, 
and involuntarily I think of the Ten Command- 
ments. 1 believe that on one occasion Moses 
was so angry that he broke the tablets on which 
they were graven This was mere temper on 
the part of Moses ; he should have known better. 
He should have spared the tablets, and broken 
the Commandments, every one of them ; as we do ! 
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IV. 

OF SATAORS AND BKRLKTONS. 

Pausino awhile to consider the question, t find 
that on the whole, most of you, luy dear friends, 
appear'to get on excellently well without eitheii 
manners or morals. There you all are, taking 
your several parts in tho pageant before me, 
pushing, scrambling, and making generally the 
most infernal din, the while you move heaven 
and earth to servo your own persdnal interest 
and pleasure, regardless of anybody else’s con- 
venience, and you manage to make a tolerably 
good show of respectability. Your finisliod educa- 
tion in the great art of counterfeiting does every- 
thing for you. The sum and substance of modern 

culture is in the one Une, Assume a virtue 

m 
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though you have it not." You all “assume” 
superbly. And yet the best actors tell us tuey 
find their profession entails fatigue and exhaustion 
at times, and they are glad when they can throw 
aside the mask and take to “rough-and-tumble" 
in the secrecy of their own homes. For there 
is one great fact about us which we all strive to 
hide, and yet which is for ever declaring itself, 
and that is, that despite all our civilisation and 
progress, we are savages still. Absolute bar- 
,bariaus are we, burn so, made so, and neither 
God nor Time shall alter us. Our education 
teaches us how to cover Nature with a mask, 
even as our innocent Scriptural progenitors 
covered themselves with fig-leaves; but Nature 
is not thereby destroyed. The savage leaps out 
at all sorts of times and seasons, in the tempers 
and habits of the most highly cultured men 
and women. “My Lord,” unbracing himself at 
night and unbuttoning his waistcoat to give free- 
dom to his ample paunch, hiccoughs himself into 
bed with as much rude noise as the naked Zulu 
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who has drunk himself nearly dead on rum. 
“ My Lady/* unclasping her fasliionable ** corset ” 
and allowing her beauties to expand, siglis, yawns, 
shakes herself jelly- wise in freedom, and plumps 
between the sheets as casually as any squaw in 
a wigwam. And it is probable that botli my 
lord and my lady asleep, snoro as loudly and 
look as open-mouthed and ugly in their slumbers 
as any uncivilised brutes ever born. Old Cnrlyle’s 
notion of the virtue of clothes was tho correct 
one. What should we do willi a naked Parlia- 
ment ? The clothes maiiiiain order and respecta- 
bility, but without artificial covering tho whole 
community would be as they truly are in their 
heart of hearts — savages, and no more. 

I think we are all pretty well conscious of this, 
some of us perhaps painfully so. And what we 
are painfully a^vare of we always try to conceal, 
Byron, despite his genius, was always thinking 
of his club-foot. So are we always voluntarily 
or involuntarily, thinking of our savagery. It 
will still, as 1 say, we do try to keep it 
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in. We do most faithfully pretend we are civi- 
lised, though we know we never shall be; not 
in this planet. The thing is manifestly im- 
possible. The attraction of sex, the love of 
fighting, the thirst of conquest, the greed of 
power : these things are savage elements, like 
wind and fire and lightning ; they make up life, 
and 60 long as life is ours, so long shall we be 
savages at heart — savages in our grandest passions 
as well as in our meanest. That is why I am 
disposed to think the doctrines of Christianity 
unsuited to the world, because they are so directly 
op2>osed to natural instinct. However, this is a 
point I am quite unfitted to argue upon, being 
of no creed myself, and very muoh of a savage 
to boot. Personally, I would not give a fig for 
a man who had nothing of the savage aboQt 
him. £ have mot the kind of fellow often, especi- 
ally among the literary set. “ Not that 1 intend 
to imply,” as the G. 0 . M. sayetb, "that under 
certain circumstances, and given certain condi- 
tions,” the literary set cannot be savage — tiiey 
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eon be, and are, but it is a snvaRery that is 
mere palaver, and never comes to honest fisti* 
coffa The “ literary set ” are physically timorous, 
and not fond of firearms or manly sports ; effe- 
minacy and dyspepsia mark these gifted creatures 
for their own. They have “nerves,” have the 
bookish folk, like fine ladies, and with the "nerves” 
spite and petuh-mce go as a matter of course. 
Beal, band-Jide, fierce savagery is infinitely prefer- 
able to the puling whine or the cynical snarl of 
little poets and “ society ” philosopliors ; and the^ 
company of a bluff soldier who has “ faced 
fire” is preferable to that of a dozen magazine 
editors. 

Gathering my domino closer about me, I gaze 
steadily over the circling noisy throng that whirls 
before me, and I think of wild trib(;s and famished 
hordes scurrying fiercely along through clouds 
of sand over miles of desert, and I see very little 
difibrenoe between, the ” cultured ” crowd and the 
hungry “ barbariana” Desert, or the road called 
Costcun; sand or dust in the eyes of moral 
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perception — they come to very maeli the same 
thing in the end. Can it be possible thati- the 
present century is “ helping on ^ civilisation ? 
I don’t believe it any more than I believe that 
the wretches who flung themselves under the 
car of Juggernaut went straight to heaven. The 
most curious and awful part of the whole spectacle 
to me is to realise that ail this movement, 
clamour, and confusion, should be doomed to 
end in sudden silence by and by ; such silence, 
that not a sound from any one of these now 
living noisy tongues will stir it by so much as 
a curse or a groan. 

Yes, my friends ; deny it if Jfou will that we 
are all savages (1 expect you to deny it because 
1 assert it, and you would not be human if you 
did not contradict me), you will hardly refuse to 
admit that we arc all skeletons. Our flesh makes 
our savagery. Our clothes make our morality. 
But, reduced to our primal selves, we are plain 
Bones. And in honest, unadotild Bones, to be 
positive to the utmost degree of positivism, we 
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invariably discover ourselves grinning. At what? 
Alff who shall say! Unless it be at our own 
exquisite fooling with fate, which, truth to tell, 
is very exquisite indeed. And, however serious 
we may look in the flesh, we must remember our 
own death's-head is always laughing at us. 

Death's-heads are jolly companions. Some of 
my friends are fond of wearing imitation ones 
to remind them of the wide perpetual smile they 
carry behind their own fleshly covering. One or 
two charming ladies I know carry jewelled death's^ 
heads on their w^atch-cbains, and play with them 
in a eufficiently gruesome manner. Lady Dorothy 
Nevill, she of shrewd Walpole wit and keen in- 
telligence, wears a conspicuous ornament given 

* 

Ler bjr onr own amiable Prince of Wales — a 
red coral or cornelian death’s-head, with a couple 
of diamonds in the eye-sockets. I wonder what 
Albert Edward was thinking about when he made 
the lady thi8^.^1uable present, and whether the 
line, " To this ^mplexion must we come at last,” 
occurred at all to his memory. Lady Dorothy 
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liernelf is particularly fond of the suggestiro 
bauble; she perceives and appreciates as much 
as I do the delicate irony of a skull’s smile. 

And it really needs a good deal of intelligence to 
understand death’s-heads. A duke I know, of the 
best possible ducal brand, annoys me exceedingly 
by his lack of perception in this regard. The 
handle of his walking-stick is an ivory skull, and 
he is always sucking it. The effect of this act is 
indescribable. He seems to be mouthing the 
4ried and polished cranium of an ancestor. I 
meet him frequently in the “row," or Snobs’ 
Parade, where gilded 3 ’outh goes to stare at gilded 
which phrase I mean that the foot- 
passengers are mostly young and lissom of limb, 
while the fine carriages frequently contain naught 
but the dried and desolate fragments of old age, or 
the painted and bedizened wrecks of youth. It 
is really quite curious to note how few j^eti^ 
or even genial-looking persons a^ seen in the 
vehicles that crowd the Bow daring a season.**'" 
Max O’Bell declares that the entire show k like 
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Toflsaad’g waz-irork taken out for an airing, but 
I hdve never Been any one so good-looking or bo 
clear-oomplexioncd aB wax-work in a carriage. 
On . foot, yes ; there are any number of pretty 
woilien and tolerably well set-up men to be met 
with strolling about under the trees, and it is 
precisely for this reason that whenever I go to the 
Park I walk instead of driving, as I prefer pretty 
wom^ to ugly ones. 

And thus by preamble ana general tedium I 
have come leisurely round to the point I wished to. 
arrive sit, which is the narration of a singular 
dream I once had ; a vision which fell upon me, 
not in the “ silence of the night,” but in the 
glaring heat of a midsummer afternoon while 1 
was seated on a penny xshair in the middle of the 
Row. 1 bad just exchanged the usual greetings 
with mj kindly young idiot friend the duke 
(Booking the ivory skull on bis cane as usual) 
uod he had gone on his way blandly grinning. 1 
had shaken lumds with a couple of vagrant 
jimrnalists. I had saluted a few charming women, 
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chatted for ten minutes with Lord Salisbury, and 
had imparted to a dear paunchy diplomat’' the 
secret of stewing prawns in wine — a dish which I 
assure you, on the faith of a true gourmet, is excellent 
I bad studied the back of a massively fat woman’s 
dress for several seconds, trying to pniszle out the 
ways and means by which it got fastened over so 
mnch rebellious flesh. Fatigued with these exer- 
tions, and lulled by the monotonous noise of the 
rolling wheels of the carriages going to and fro, I 
,^(^U into a sort of semi-conscious doze, in which 1 
was perfectly aware of my surrounding^, though 
more than half asleep. And “ a change came o’er 
the spirit” of the scene — a change whicih might 
have alarmed unphilosophic people, but which to 
one like myself, who am surprised at nothing, 
merely transformed a dull and ordinary spectacle 
into a deeply interesting one. A curious white 
light pervaded the atmosphere and tinged the 
overhanging foliage with a sickly shade of green, 
the yellow sunshine took upon itself a jaundiced 
hue, and In ! all suddenly and straightway the 
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row ” was stripped of its “ too, too solid flesh ” 
and^appeared as too, too truthful liones. Bones 
were the fashion of the hour — skulls the order of 
the day. Clothes were worn, of course, for decency’s 
sake, clothes, too, of the very newest fashion and 
cot ; but flesh was discarded as superfluous. And 
BO the most elegant Paris “ creations ” in the way 
of lace parasols shaded the sun from the delicate 
female death’s-heads ; skeleton steeds in gorgeous 
trappings worked their ribs bravely, guided along 
by skeleton coachmen superb in plush and wigg 
well powdered; and dear antiquated Lady Dol- 
drums, as she turned her eye-sockets to right and 
left with a pleasant leer, seemed to be more cheer- 
ful than she had been for many a long day. She 
still wore her favourite style of youthful hat, 
pinched artistically about the brim and turned up 
with artificial roses, but these handsomely-made 
French flowers now nodded quite waggishly against 
her bare jaws, knowing there was no longer any 
pMStod flesh there to eclipse their colour. Yes, 
Lady Doldrums was herself at last — the terrible 
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strain of pretending to be yonng was over, and the 
only coquetterie she practised in lier honest %oii> 
dition of Bones, vras the \rielding of a fan in her 
grisly sticks of fingers, not for beat’s sake — no, 
merely to keep away the flies. And the wonder- 
ful crowd thickened every moment — ^bones, bones, 
nothing but bones; — they multiplied by scores, 
and I began to find out a few of my dear society 
friends by the armorial bearings on their car- 
riages. I could guess nothing by their faces, as 
Jhese were nearly all alike, and there' was no 
variety of expression. True, there were short 
jaws and long, high foreheads and low, wide ski^s 
and narrow, but 1 was unable to guide myself 
entirely by these bints. I found out Bandolph 
Churchill, though, in a minute, but then his head is 
of a curious shape one does not easily forget. 1 
should know his skull auywherejAa#|i^o^*^6^ M 
the gravedigger in Hamlet knew Yoriok’s. v^fie 
looked very cool and comfortable in his beii^ 1 
thought. Bo did the delightful danieuee whb 
folloned close behind him in a bigh-wheel«# tvap, 
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with the Bmartest little ekeleton “ tiger ’’ possible 
to aonceire, pranked out in livery, an impudent 
little top-bat perohod jauntily on bis impudent 
little half-grown skull, while as fur the exquisite 
“ dancing-girl ’’ herself, good heavens ! her bones 
were positively fascinating! The wind whistled 
in and out them with a breezy amorousness — 
and then her smile was more than usually perfect 
owing to the admirable set of false teeth which 
were so dexterously screwed into her jaw. It would 
take years of mouldering away to loosen those 
teeth, and the mouldering had evidently not yet 
bpgun. She wore a wig too— a bronze-rod wig in 
beauteous curl — and upon my soul, she looked 
almost as well arrayed in bones as in her usual 
heavily enamelled flesh. Very different was the 
aspect of the toothless old bundle that came after, 
seated In a |p?U^y victoria, and wrapped in rich 
to the chin. His skeleton steeds pranced 
skeleton coachman sat stiffly upright, 
Ub; skeleton footman preserved the accustomed 
di^ifted! cross-armed attitude, but he himself, poor 
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nretch, rolled uneasily from aide to side, till it 
seemed that his yellow skull would sever i^lf 
from the spinal attachment and fall incontinently 
into bis own shaking claws. I recognised him by 
the showy monogram on his carriage-rug ; be was 
the rich proprietor of several newspapers, the 
"impresario” of several music-halls, and the 
dotard lover of several ballet-girls. After him 
came a " four-in-hand,” a marvellous sight to see 
with its skeleton team, its “ lordly ” skeleton driver, 
and its “ select ” party of skeleton “ professional 
beauties ” on top. It made quite s white glare as 
it passed in the sickly sun, and scattered a good 
deal of bone-dust from its wheels. Quite close to 
me there were a couple of skeletons engaged in 
love dallyings of the most ethereal desc^ption. 
The one, a female, was seated in a viotorii, shel- 
tering the top of her skull (on which a |a8hionable 
Itonnet was {torched) with a black htM parasol 
lined in crimson— a tint which fit^hg a iro^e-like 
reflection on her fleshless but still sensually-sluipstfl 
jaws. The other, a man, clothed in *‘afterno(^ 
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TiBiting” costume, leaned tenderly towards her 
over* the park-railing, preferring for her accept- 
uice a spray of white lilies which he had taken 
from his button-hole, and which he held affection- 
ately between hie dry bone fingers. Anything 
more sublimely chaste, yet “ realistic," can never 
be imagined. The way their two skulls nodded 
and grinned at each other was intensely edifying — 
it was a case of purely “ spiritual ” love and 
platonic desire, in which the wicked flesh had no 
existing part. And one of the most remarkable 
features of the whole pageant was the intense 
stillness which pervaded the movements of the 
elegant bony throng of “ nmk, beauty, and fashion.” 
Not a leaf on the trees rustled, not a joint in any 
distin^ished skeleton cracked. TWo skeleton 
policemen kept order, and the crowd itself kept 
silence. The skeleton horses rubbed against each 
other in the press, but not a bone clattered, and 
not a trheel g^ted. As noiselessly as mist or 
rohfng doud, the white-ribbed, motley-clothed 
Hiiilltitude moved on ; the foot-passengers were 
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skeletons also, and 'Arry, turning empty eye* 
sockets about, looked quite as " noble ’’ aa my<lord 
the duke in his barouche, somewhat more ao in 
fact, though wearing shabbier clothes. A delight- 
ful equality ruled the scene — ^a true “ fraternity,’’ 
fulfilling some of the socialistic ideas to the lettw. 
For once the “ row ” had cast off hypocrisy, and 
appeared in its absolutely real aspect — everybody 
had found out everybody else — there was no polite 
lie possible ; frank Bones declared themselves as 
Bones, and nothing more. Moreover, each akele- 

I 

ton was BO like its neighbour skeleton that there 
were really no differences left to argue about. The 
famous beauty, Lady N., could no longer scowl i4 
her rival, the Duchess of L., because they looked 
precisely similar, save for a trilling differmice in 
length of jaw, and also for the more itnjwessive 
fact that one wore blue and the other gi^. The 
bones were the same in each “ fiur ” compositKHi, . 
and as bones, the two ladies were, or seemed 
amiable enough — ^it was only the wretcdied' ' 
that had made them quarrelsome. And df aS' 
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things, the chief thing that was truly beautiful 
ia Tjitoeus was the universal smile that beamed 
ihrough the vast assemblage. Never had the 
*‘row” presented itself to broad daylight with 
such a sincerely unaffected, all-pervading Grin ! 
From end to end the grin prevailed — ^horses, dogs, 
and men — there was not one serious exGC])tion. 
Into the air, into the very sky, the wide, perpetual, 
toothy smile appeared to stretch itself out inimit- 
ably, everlastingly : like a grim satire carved in 
letters of white bone, it seemed to inscribe itself 

9 

upon the blue of heaven ; a mockery, a savagery, 
a protest, a curse, and a sneer in one, it spread 
itself in ghastly dumb mirth to the very edge of 
the far horizon, till 1, watching it, could stand the 
death's-head jollity no longer. Starting in my 
chair, 1 uttered a smothe.ed cry, and awoke. A 
friendly hand fell on my shoulder— a pair of 
; friendly eyes twinged good-humouredly into mine. 
ji^SJiillo! Were you asleep?” And there beside 
mejstood Iiabby 7 -the genial Labby— with “Truth" 
gtit friiring all over him. Should I tell him of my 
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queer vision, 1 thought, as 1 took his arm and 
strolled away in his ever-delightful compan^’?**' No 
Why should I bother him with the question of 
honest Bonos versus dishonest Flesh ? He was 
(and is^ alreadv too busy exposing Shams 
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HOW NAMRS AIIR BUPEmOR TO PERSONS. 

•'What’s in a name?” sighed the fair Juliet of 
Bhahespeare’s fancy. She* was very much in 
love when she propounded the question, so she^ 
must be excused for coming to the conclusion 
that a name meant nothing. But no one who 
18 not in love, no one who is not absolutely mad, 
oan be pardoned for indulging in such an opinion. 
Borneo was more than his name to Juliet, but 
out of romantic poesy, nobody is more than his 
natn^ as a rule. The Name is everything; the 
Person behind the Name is generally nothing 
when •yon come to know him. A fine title fre- 
^enily eovmrs the most unpretentious individual. 
I^gtnnuig with the very highest example in the 
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land, can there be anything more lofty-sounding 
than this — “ Her Majesty Victoria Qneen 

of Great Britain and Ireland, and Empress of 
India!” The full-mouthed, luscious, trumpet- 
roll of this description calls up before the imagi- 
nation sometliing beyond all speech to express; 
visions of great nations, glittering armies, stately 
war-ships, kingdoms of the Orient, stores of 
wealth and wonder untold — well, and after it 
all, when you come to stand face to face with 
this so tremendous Victoria Begina, you find 
only a dear, simple old lady attired in dbwdjr 
black, who might just as well be Mrs. Anybody 
as the Queen, for all she looks to the contrary. 
She is a dreadful disappointment to the young 
and enthusiastic, who almost expect to SM 
something of the enthroned goddess T|k6o^ hef,..; 
with Athene’s shield and buckler bracing' 
woman’s breast, and all the jewels of t^r 
Eastern Empire blazing on her brow. lUas.for 
the young and enthusiastic! They are doistned 
to a great many such disillusiona Khey dreap 
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of Names, and find only Persons, and the fall 
from tnefir empyrean is an almost paralysing 
shock as a jrule. There are exceptions of course. 
There is a majestic Cardinal in Rome v\lio looks 
every inch a Cardinal — the otliers might be 
anybodies or nobodies. The Pope is not entirdy 
disappointing ; he has the air of a rcrinod 
Spanish Inquisitor, a soit of etherialised Tor- 
quemada. He is much more improbsive in 
demeanour than our own excellent Archbibliop 
of Canterbury, who does not overawe us at 
%ny time. In fact, we are seldom awod by 
persons at all, only by names. A small boy of 
my acquaintance, taken to see the Shah, < xpre^^sod 
hiff disgnst in a loud voice — “ Why, be’e only a 
man I” llhere is the whole mischief of the 

V* I* ' 

thing. Only a man — only a woman. Nothing 
But the Names seem so much more 
li^kmes spread themselves in a large, vabt wav 
ov®r the habitable globe — they are everywhere, 
white the Parsons remain limited to one place, 
or else nowhere. The name of Shakespeare 

7 
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is BO all-pervading thai we will not hear of 
Bacon being Bubslitutcd for it, evei/ 

Douelly sLould chance to be right How well 
it ia for us that we never knew the PetBOU (who- 
ever he was) that wrote the plays. Even Homer 
himself — should wo have cared to know him ? I 
doubt it. His name has proved infinitely better 
than himself because more lasting. And so, 
what slight amount of reverence 1 have in my 
nature I bot.tow entirely on Names— for Persons 
I have little or no respect. . great name 
possesses a great charm — a great person is 
generally a great bore. Any one who takes the 
trouble to observe society closely will support 
my theory of the superiority of names to 
dividuals. Try the mere sound of several naagiOB 
and see. '* The Prince of Wales.” That is a 
fine historical designation, but, curiously enough, 
i^ does not convey so much in the way of grapd 
suggestions as it ought to do. Yet be who bears it 
now is the first gentleman in the land ; kindly, 
eoui'teous, chivalrous, and a veritable Priuee of 
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good fellows. “ Baron JElothBchild ’* — a name 
saggostive of wealth galore — but the great 
financier himself is not such wondrous company. 
** His Hrace the Duke of Marlborough ” hath a 
pleasing roll in the utteraiice, but when you get 
close to the distinguished hi^wd so designated, 
you are conscious of a dismal sense of failure 
somewhere. ** Her Grace tho Duchess of Torrie 
MacTavish” suggests a ‘‘gathering of tho clans” 
and bonfires pn.tho Highland hills, but her Grace 

'jt 

herself is but a little mean old Scotchwoman^ 

with ah avaricious eye upon every “ bawbee ” 

expended in her household, “ Prime Minister ” 

id a fine title — “Prime Minister of England” — 

the finest title 4n the world; but Salisbury is the 

* 

onfy man who looks the stately part. The 
G.O.U. is pure Plebeian — a big-brained ple- 
beian, if you like, but plebeian to the marrow. 
The demagogue declares itself in the shape of 
his feet and hands, which are as long and fiat 
as it is the privilege of demagogue hands and 
feet to be. Coming to the “ dream-weavers,” or 
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men of letters, some of us (young and en- 
tljUHiastic) breathe the name “Tennyson’"’ Teitb 
reverential tenderness, thinking the old man 
must be well-nigh a demi-god. Not a bit of 
»t. Crusty and j)er\erse, he will have little 
of our company, and against many of those 
who have bought his books he thunders denun- 
ciation and bars his garden-gate. A little ol 
the exquisite vanity of old Victor Hugo, who 
used to show himself to passers-by at his window, 
would better become our veteran Laureate tlian 
his hermit-like sourness. “ Euskin *’ is another 
great name — but who can count the intense dis- 
appointments entailed on ardent admirers of the 
Name when they discover the Person ! “ Swin- 

burne ’* suggests poetry, romance, wild and^. 
wondrouB tbingB— a bitter awakening awaits thoio 
W'ba will insiRt on peering behind tbe Name to 
see the bearer thereat And it is nearly always 
so. Names open to us tbe gates of tbe Ideal — 
Persons shut ns np in tbe dungeon of Common- 
place Few famous people come np to their 
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namee — still fewer go beyond them. If ever 1 
ebanoe to meet a celebrated man or woman 
whose personal charm fascinates me more than 
bis or her celebrated name, 1 sluill make a great 
fuss about it. I shall — let me see, what shall 
I do? — why, I shall write to the TimeR. The 
Times is the only correct throeponny outlet for 
ebullitions of sincere national feeling. But till 
I am otherwise convinced, I adhere to my ex- 
pressed opinion that Names are the chief motors 
of social intiuence, and that mdivldnals are 
infinitely less account. Thus, I think it a thou- 
sand pities that Stanley did not meet with the 
good old style of melo-dramatic hero’s death in 
the Dark Continent. His Name might have 
^vj^ome a glory and a watchword— as matters 
stand his I’eraou haH axlingulBhed bis 

Name. 

¥es, my dear friends all, I assure jou, on my 
hoDonr as an honest masquer, that both m; 
opinion and advice in this matter are well worth 
following. When you have selected a Name to 
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hold in some particular reverence, yon will be 
unwise if you try to peep beliind it in search 
of the person belonging to it. The Name is 
like the door forbidden to Bluebeard’s wife : once 
opened, it shows no end of horrors, headless 
corpses of good intentions weltering in their 
blood, and backed limbs of fine sentiment 
mouldering on the floor. Keep the door shut 
therefore. Never unlock it. Let no light fall 
through the crannies. Stand outside and worship 
what you imagine may be within. Bo as I do 
— know as many Names as you like and as few 
Persons as possible. Life is more agreeable that 
way. For example, if you wanted to find me 
out, and you were to peep behind my name 
and tear off ray domino, you would only be 
disappointed. You would find nothing but — a 
person ; a Person who might possibly be your friend 
and might equally bo your foe. ’Twere well to 
be wary in such a doubtful business. ‘ Best accept 
me ns I appear, and entertain yourselves with tim 
notion that there may be a ** Somebody ” hidden 
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behind the mask Make an ideal of me if 
you choose — ideal saint, or devil, wliichover 
pleascB your fancy, for I have no taste either 
way. Only, for Heaven’s sake, remember that if 
you do persuade yourselves into thinkinf]; I am 
a Somebody, and I turn out after all to he a 
Nobody, it is not my fault. Don’t blame mo ; 
blame your own self-deception. Inasmuch as it 
is especially necessary in my case to bear in mind 
that the Name is not the Person. 




VL 

CONVEJtSETH WITH LORD SALISBURY. 




VI. 

OONVEFISKTH WITH flATJRBrny. 

Excellent and courtooua friend, one moment, I 
beseech you! I know how busy you are, but 1 
also know, much to my satisfaction, that, like % 
true diplomat and wise man, you give ear to all, 
even to fools occasionally, inasmuch as from fools 
sometimes emanate certain snatches of wisdom. 
Therefore pause beside mo for an instant with the 
patient grace and friendliness I am accustomed 
to from you ; for though I call myself a fool with 
the heartiest good will, you have often thought 
aud spoken of me otherwise, for which condcscen- 
eiou X thank you. It is something to have won 
your good opinion, inasmuch as you arc guiltless 
ot booming” second-rate literatu|e, in the style 

v« 
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of the venerable Woodcutter of Hawarden, for the 
sake of bringing yourself into notice. Indeed, 1 
think the adrairable qualities of your head and 
heart have hardly been siifliciently insisted upon 
by the party you serve. And the genius of 
patriotism and love of Queen and country ^bieb 
inspire your spirit — are these rightly, fairly, ac- 
knowledged ? No. But what can you or any one 
else expect from the weak, vacillating souls you 
are called upon to lead, such as Bandolpb Ghurehili, 
,(or example, whose political career is hut a disap- 
pointment and mockery to public onlookers, I 
consider that you fight single-handed. Tour 
endeavours are noble and fearless, but those wbo 
should support you are for the most part cowards 
— end not only cowards, but selfish cowards; for to 
some of your party whom I know, a matter of 
digestion is more paramount than the good of the 
country. When a lesiding Conservative finds him- 
self slightly bilious through over-eating, he 
away abroad, tliere to nurse bis miserable j>byidiw 
ills and pamper his worthless carcase, regardless 
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ofy or indifferent to, the fact that, by virtue of IjIs 
position, if not his brains, his presence in En^^land 
might be useful and valuable. There are nurnerous 
such lazy hounds in your party, my dear Lord, who 
deserve to be lushed with the whip of a Fox’s or a 
Pitt’s eloquence. And 1 have wondered oft why 
you have not spoken the lurking reproach against 
them, the. indignant '' Shame on you all ! ” that 
must have frequently burned for utterance in .your 
mind. 

' And ** shame on you all ! ” is the cry that leap^ 
to the lips of every true Briton who thinks of “^he 
former historical glories of his country, and at the 
same time observes the lamentable unsteadiness, 
the lack of courage, the dearth of principle in 
politicians of every grade to-day. Parliament 
gabbles; it does not speak. Often it resembles a 
cackling chorus of old women striving to describe 
their own and their friends’ various ailments. 
Wfp IP Eadicalism rampant ? Why is there any 
j^g^ieaHsm ? Because so many Badicals are 
honesty hard-working men — honest in their 
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opinions, honest in the utterance of those opinions, 
honest in thinking that their cause is good. 
And you, my dear Lord, have a certain sjonpathy 
with this active, energetic, vital, if wrong-headed 
honesty — you know you have. You love your 
Sovereign, you love your country, you love the 
constitution, but for all that you cannot bht 
sympathise with integrity. You know that the 
Monarch has left England pretty much to itself 
for the last thirty years, and that she has allowed 
t^he peoplii to realise that they can get on without 
her, seeing she will take no part with them in 
their daily round. A pity! but the evil is done, 
and it is too late to remedy it. There is practi* 
cally no social ruler of the realm, and you mart 
confess, good Salisbury, that this fact makes yOur 
work difficult. The mass of the people can only 
be got to understand a monarch who behaves like 
one, and the more iutelleetual food you put into 
them, the more obstinate they become on the pamt. 
With similar pigheadedness they can only mider*' 
stand the personality of a prince whose conduct is 
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A princely example ; they are quite sure about 
themBelves here, and have the most appallingly 
dietinct notions coucoriiing right and wrong. They 
do not go to church for these notions — ^no. Many 
cobblers and coalheavers would be mentally 
refreshed if they were allowed to kick a few 
seOming*holy clerics whose hypocrisies are ap- 
parent despite sermons on Sunday. It must 
not be forgotten that education is making huge 
strides among the populace ; it has got its seven- 

leagued boots on, and is clearing all manner of 

• 

difficulties at a bound. When jour greengrocer 
studies Plato o' nights, when your shoemaker 
carries the maxims of Marcus Aurelius about in 
bis pocket to refresh himself withal in the intervals 
of stitching leather, when the wife of your butcher 
riieuB womanly tears over Keats’ "Pot of Basil,” 
a poem which the " cultured " dame has " no 
time” to read — these be the small signs and 
tedums of a wondrous chauge by aud by. Cheap 
iiteratore, especially when it is a selection of the 
bnest in the world, is a dangerous " factor ” in the 
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making of roTolations, and among other purveyors 
of literary food for the million, one who ealleth 
himself Walter Scott, of Newcastle-on-Tyne, is 
nnconsciouflly doing a curious piece of work. He 
is putting into the hands of the “lower classes,” 
for the moderate price of one shilling (discount 
price ninepence) small volumes well bound and 
well printed, which contain the grandest thoughts 
of humanity, such as “Epictetus,” “Seneca,” 
Mazzini's “Essays,” “Sartor Rcsartns,” 
and Present,” the “Religio Medici,” the 
“ Essays,” and what not — and it is ni^6fsi^|tf ' 
take into consideration the fact that the pe<^e 
who buy these books read them. Yes, they readi 
tliem, every line, no matter how slowly or 
laboriously ; for whether they have expended a 
shilling or the discount ninepence, they always 
want to know what they have got for their money. 
This is the peculiar disposition of the “ masses ” ; 

. the “ upper ten ” are not so particular, and will 
lay out a few guineas on Mudie by way of annual 
subscription, getting scarce anything back of value 
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in exchange. After this fashion, too, the uppei 
ten ” entertain the ungrateful, keep horses and 
carriages for display, and trot the dreary round 
of season after season, striving to extract amuse- 
ment from the dried-up gourd of modern social 
Ufe^ aud finding nothing in it all but a bitter jest 
or a sneering laugh at the slips in morality of their 
so-called ‘‘ friends ” and neighbours. And thus ii 
tSp my dear Lord, that tjie balance of things is 
l^^^ming alarmingly unequal ; the “ aristocratic 
icandal to the world with their divorc( 

> hankruptcies, their laxity of principle, 

tl^jll' Ips^esB indifference to consequences ; they 
'tMTdr read, they never learn, they never appear to 
see anything beyond themselves. Whereas the 
** bas-peuple ” are reading, and reading ’the hooks 
that have helped to make national destinies — they 
are learning, aud they are not afraid to express 
opinioua They do not think a duke who seduces 
his pond’s wife merely “ unfortunate ” — they call 
in plain language a low blackguard. They 

cannot be brought to believe that the heir to a. 

8 
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great name who has gambled away all his estates 
on the turf a “ gontlernau " — they call him a 
“ loose fish ’’ without parley. Now you, excellent 
and true-hearted Salisbury, have to look on two 
sides of the question. On the one are your own 
people, the aristocrats, the Tories, lazy, indifferent, 
inert, many of them — fond of what they term 
“ pleasure,” and as careless of the interests of the 
country (with a few rare exceptions) as they can 
well be. On the other hand you have the sturdy, 
loyal, splendid English “masses,” who in their 
heart of hearts are neither Badicals, Whigs, or 
Tories, but are simply as they always have been — 
“ For God and the Bight ! ” It matters not which 
party expresses what they consider the Bight ; 
it is the Bight they want, and the Bight they will 
have, and they will try all means and appliances 
in their power till they get it And it is with this 
clamour for the Bight that you, my Lord, sympa- 
thise, because you know how much there is just 
now that is wrong ; how politicians shnffle iutd 
lie and play at crosB-parposes simply to atti^ 
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their own personal ends ; bow over-competition is 
cntting the throat of Free Trade ; how foolishly the 
tricksters have played with poor distracted Ireland ; 
bow openly we have lowered the standard of society 
by admitting into it men and women of well-known 
degraded reputation, as well as the painted mimes 
and puppets of the stage ; bow wives are bargained 
for and bought for a price, almost as sbamelessly 
as in an open market ; how good faith, chivalry, 
honour, and modesty are every day becoming rarer 
and rarer among men ; and how, worst of all, we 
try to cover our vices by a cloak of hypocrisy — the 
most canting hypocrisy current in the world. 
English hypocrisy, the ultra- pious form — oh! “it 
is rank ; it smells to heaven I ’’ There is nothing 
like it anywhere — nothing — no devil so well sainted 
by psalm-singing, church-going, Sunday observance, 
and charitable subscription lists. The married 
woman of title and high degree who sells the jewel 
of her wifely chastity for the trifling price of a 
fool’s praise, is ever careful to look after the poor, 
and give her “ distinguished ” patronage to church- 
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bazaars. Pah ! such things are as a sickness to 
the mind ; one’s gorge rises at them ; and yet they 
are, as the Queen said to Hamlet, “ common.*' 
So common, i’ faith, that we are beginning to 
accept them as an inevitable part of our “ social 
observances.” And, alas, my Lord of Salisbury, 
you can do nothing to remedy these things, and 
yet it is precisely “these things” that swell the 
rising wave of Badicalism. And despite ail the 
power of your keen, capacious brain, and all the 
love of country working in your soul, believe me, 
the storm will break. Nothing will keep it back ; 
because, though there are men of genius in tho 
realm, these men are not permitted to speak. 
The tyrant Journalism forbids. Why “tyrant” ? 
Is not Journalism free? Not so, my Lord ; it is 
not the " voice of the people ” at all ; it is simply 
the voice of a few editors. Were the most gifted 
man that ever held a pen to write a letter to any 
of the papers on a crying subject of national shiMl^t 
he would be refused a bearing unless he a 
friend of the proprietors of whatever journal, he 
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dlfloted to write to. And men of geniun seldom are 
triands of editors — a carious fact, bat true. Aud 
so we never really hoar the “ voice of the people ” 
save in some great crisis, and when we do, it 
invariably astonishes us. It upsets our nerves, 
too, for a long time afterwards. It is always 
BO horribly loud, authoritative and convincing ! 
The " voices of editors ” die away on these occa- 
sions like the alarmed squealings of cats chased by 
infuriated hoands, and into the place of such a 
smug and well-satisfied person as the Editor of th^ 
Times, for example, leaps a nhabby, dirty, hungry, 
eager-eyed creature like Jean Jacques Boussean, 
who, instead of a clean and carefully prepared pen, 
hseS for the nonce a red, sputtering torch of revo- 
fotion, which, sotting fire to old abuses, spreads 
wide conflagration through the land. And how 
the heart leaps, how the blood thrills, when old 
abuses afs destroyed ! When the rats’ nests of 
^fiques Are ^mst out to perish in the gutter, when 
cobwebs of self-interest and love of gain 
are Swept down, and the fat spiders within them 
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trampled under foot, when the great white palace 
of national Honour ie cleansed and made sweet 
and fresh for habitation, even at the cost of groan- 
ing labour, confusion, and stress, how one breathes 
again, how one lives tlie life of a true man in the 
purified strong air ! 

As you know well, my Lord, 1 am of no political 
party. I am proud to be as one with this great 
nation in its vital desire for the Bight and the 
Just. Wherever the Eight appears I am its 
follower to the death. I hate false things ; I hate 
bubble reputations, empty wind-bags of policy, 
dried skeletons of faith. Why not leave this 
dubious handling of bones and dusty material ? 
It is too late to set wry matters straight. They 
are an obstruction, and must be cleared from tiie 
]iatb of England. Had you the temerity, as 1 
know you have the will, you would speak your 
thoughts more openly than yon have yet done. 
You would say : “ I refuse to lead cowards. I 
will call to my side men of proved brain and 
honesty and skill, with whom honour is more than 
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pelf ; 1 will get at the heart of England, and move 
with its pulsations ; and of those who are noi 
with this heart I will have none. I will at once 
make some attempt to remedy the friglitful abuses 
of the law; I will move heaven aud earth till 
England, not party, is satisfied ! ” 

And oh, my moat excellent frien l, what a wise 
thing you would do, if you would only keep a 
watchful eye on the scribblers—the poor and 
hungry and ambitious acribblers oajx'cially ! Your 
party at all times of history baa been foolishly 
prone to neglect this sort of inliy h>lk, and whSt 
an error of policy is such negU et I These same 
inky folk, my Lord, do cause thrones to fall and 
empires to tremble, wherefore you and all whom 
it concerns should look after them warily. Make 
friends with them; soothe their irritated nerves; 
take time and trouble to explain a situation to 
them, and remember, never was there dusty, 
crusty writing-biped yet but could not be moved 
to a pale, pleased smile of response to a royal 
hand'sbake, a royal greeting, given in good season. 
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Dost thou remember, mj dear Mr. Gladutone, a 
certain warm and pleasant July afternoou when 
thou didst honour and oppress me with thy Grand 
Old Presence for a couple or more of weary hours, 
regardless of the fact that the ** House expected 
thee to appear and reply on some moot point or 
other to Mr. Goschen ? There in my modest 
studio thou didst sit, rubbing that extensive ear 
of thine with one long foreiiuger, and smiling 
suayely at such regular intervals as almost to 
suggest the idea of there being a patent smiling^ 
taachine secreted behind thy never-resting jaw t 
Ah^ that was a day ! We talked — but no I ’twas 
tiioti didst talk, thou noble old man ! and 1 — as 
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all poor mortals niiibt needs do in tliy company — 
listened. Listened intently ; helpless to remove 
thee from the eliair in which thou sattest ; hope* 
less of piittin}» any stop to thine eloquence; while 
on, on, on, still on, rolled the stream of thy fluent 
and ^^ol(ly contradictions, till my mind like a ship 
broken loose from its moorings, rooked up and 
down in a wild, dark sea of uncertainty as to what 
thou didst mean; or whether thy meaning, if it 
could hy chanoe be discovered, should in truth be 
meant ? lladst thou been a Book instead of a 
Man, I should have flung thee aside, walked the 
room, and clutched ray hair after the manner of 
the intense tragedian ; but with, thee, thou 
astonishing Biped, I could do no more than stare 
stonily at thy careless collar-ends and concentrate 
all my soul on my jiowerB of hearing. LiBten, 
fool ! ** 1 said to iriy inner self — “ Liston ! It is 
Gladstone who is speaking— Gladstone the old 
man eloquent; Gladstone the thinker; Gladstone 
the Bible scholar ; Gladstone the Greek - 

Gladstone the Scotchman, Gladstone the, Irish- 
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man, Oladstona the — the — the — Wood-cutter 1 
Listen I ’* 

And, as 1 live, 1 listened to thee, Gladstone ; I 
swallowed, as it were, thine every word, in spite 
of increasingly lethargic mental indigestion. 
Specially did 1 strive to follow thee in thy wild 
flights up the stairs of many religious theories, 
when with gray hair ruffled and eyes aglare, thou 
didst solemnly rend piecemeal “ Kobert Elsmere,” 
forgetting, 0 thou grand old Paradox, that if thou 
hadst never lifted up that clamant voice of thine 
in Nineteenth-Ceiitury-Magazine utterance, lic^berl 
and his oppressive religious troubles might scarcely 
have attracted notice 9 Didst thou nut “ boom " 
Bobert, and then feign surprise at the result ? 
Ay, venerable Splitter of Straws and Hewer of 
Logs, wilt deny the truth ? And shall I not 
advise thee in thine own terms to retire from 
public life, not “ now,” but “ at present.” Or if 
not “at present” then “now"? Either will 
lll^e, ^hs^e thou dost make more blows with 
'' thy hat^et ■ b^ain (somewhat dolled at the 
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edge) at the future honour and wel&jre of thy 
country. 

Ah, what thingH I could have said to thee, thon 
Quibble, when thou didst venture to assail me 
with thy converse, if thou hadst but taken decent 
pause for breathing I Why, amongst other mar- 
vels, didst thou deem it worth thy while to flatter 
me, or to praise the casual sputterings of my pen? 
Thy unctuous insinuations carried no persuasion ; 
thy “ nods and becks and wreathed smiles ” were 
wasted on me ; thy soft assurances of the “ cer- 
Wnty of my future brilliant fame ” went past my 

ears like the murmur of an idle wind. For a fame 

¥ 

" assured ” by thee is nothing worth ; and thy 
Polonius-like approbation of any piece of work, 
literary or otherwise, is as a mark set on it td 
make it seem ridiculous. For thou art desUtute 
of humoiu: save in wood-cutting ; and thon ne^Mt 
many a lesson from my dear friend Andrew 
before thou canst suceessfuUy ooi^prehmid 
subtly critical art of proving a n 

And so, by monosyllables slipt \in like 
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wedges between thy florid bursts of ambiguity, I 
strove to entice thy wandering wits' back to the 
discussion of personal faith in matters religious, 
wherein I found thee most divertingly inchoate, 
but my feeble efforts were of small avail. For lo, 
while yet I strove to understand whether thou 
wert in truth a Roman Papist, a Calvinist, a 
Hindoo, a Theosophist, or a Special Advocate of 
the War Cry, the subject of Creed, like a magic- 
lantern slide, disappeared from thy mental view, 
and Divorce came up instead. Frightful and 
wonderful, according to thee, goodman Gladstone, 
are the wicked ways of the married 1 No sooner 
are they united than they move heaven and earth 
to get parted — so it is at any rate very frequently 
in the free and happy American Republic, where 
the disagreeing parties need not move heaven and 
earth, but simply make a mutual assertion. Oh, 
of a truth here was no smiling matter ! No Deity 
in question, but a very positive Devil, needing thy 
^thortation i^nd exorcism ; and thy jaws clacked on 
strenuously, and with a resolute gravity 
9 
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and persistency that seemed admirable. Not ever} 
man could be expected to find a Mrs. GJadstoney 
but surely all were bound to try and ^cover siioh 
a paragon. If all married society were composed 
of Mr. and Mrs. Gladstones, why, married society 
would realise the fabled Elysium. And supposing 
there continued to be only one Mr. and Mrs. Glad- 
stone, and all the rest were quite a different set of 
hopelessly different temperaments, then, naturally, 
it was impossible to state what disasters might 
ensue. It would be a case of Noah and bis wife 
over again — after them the Deluge. In the 
interim, Divorce was shocking, abominable, sin: 
ful, diabolical, ungodly — an upsetting of the 
sacred foundations of morality — and it was chi^y 
because Gladstonian domestic tastes were ad 
universal. This, at least, is what I 8eemed<?t^ 
gather from thee in thine onslaughts against il^ 
large and melancholy mass of the Miserably 
Married; I say I seemed ” to gather it, bdauss^ 
it seemed thy meaning, but as thy whole inod0 
of speech and action is only seems/^ 1 eaimol br 
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absolutely sure either of myself or thyself. For 
tfaou didst set out an attractive row of various 
teamed -proppsitions, gently, and with the bland 
solicitude of a hen-wife setting cut her choicest 
eggs for sale, then suddenly and incontinently, and 
as one in a fit of strangest madness, thou didst 
sweep them up and fling them aside into airy 
nothingness without concern for the havoc 
wrought.- Thou didst calmly state what appeared 
to be a Fact, reasonable and graspable ; and with 
all the powers of my being I seized upon it as ^ 
gratefnl thing and good for consideration ; when 
suddenly thy senile smile obscured the intellectual 
tgnrizon, and thy equably modulated voice mur- 
mured such words as these : “ Not tliat I desire to 
iit^ly by any means that this is so, or should be 
soi^but that it might (under certain circumstances, 
and provided certain minds were at harmony upon 
the point) probably become so.” Ah, thou em* 
-iMtdied Confusion worse Confounded I Had it not 
been for this constant playing of thine at thy 
iKvouxite shuffling game of cross-purpeses, I should 
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have roused my soul from its stupor of forced 
attention to demand of tbee more of thy profound 
Bible scholarship. Whether, for example, if 
Divorce, thy bugbear, were ungodly, and the Bible 
true, a man should not have two, three, nay, half-a- 
dozen wives at bis pleasure for as long or as short 
a time as he chose, and find situatibns for them 
afterwards as servants, telegraph-clerks, and book* 
keepers, when their beauty was gone and snappish* 
ness of temper had taken the place of endearing 
^ocility. Whether English harem-life, lately set 
in vogue by certain great and distinguished 
“UpiK'r” people, could not be easily proved 
pleasing unto the Most High Jehovah ? For did 
not God love His servant Abraham ? and did not 
Abraham bestow his affections on Sarai and 
Hagar? and when the hoary old reprobate was 
“ well stricken in years ” and “ the Lord bad 
blessed him in all things " did he not again 
take a wife named Keturah, who presented hiw Jn 
his centenarian decrepitude with six sons? — all 
“fine babies,’’ no doubt What sayest thou to 
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the^e moraia of Holy Writ, thoa "many-Houtiding’* 
mouthpiece of opinion ? Answer me on a post- 
card, for with thee, more than with any other 
man, should brevity be the sonl of wit ! 

Some of us younger and irreverent folk oft take 
to speculating why, in the name of bodies politic, 
thy days, 0 Venerable, are so long in the land which 
the Lord thy God givcth thee ? The Lord thy 
God, friend William Ewart, must have some 
excellent reason for allowing thee to ruthlessly cut 
down BO many growing oaks of English honour 
and walk unscathed across the bare, disfigured 
country, with the wild dugs of Democracy sneaking 
at thy heels. And 1 forgot, in speaking of the 
holy Abraham, that late events have proved the 
high superiority of thy tastes in morality to those 
of God’s anciently-favoured servant. For didst 
thou not disown thy sweetest nursling, thine own 
favowie s^opted son, Parnell, simply and solely to 
publicly clasp and kiss the wrinkled, withering 
hand of Mrs. Grundy ? And knowest thou not, 
thou gray-haired Conundrum, that nothing has 
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ever seemed more pretematarally absurd to fbe 
impartial observer and student of social life in all 
countries, than this making a public question out 
of personal matter ? — this desertion of a former 
friend, a man, too, of immense intellectual capa- 
bility, all because, as the old German ballad goes, 
“ he loved a, to him, temptingly-forbidden lady ” ? 
Just Heavens ! I could name dozens of men (but 1 
will not), party men too, respectably married like- 
wise, who have their " temptingly-forbidden ladies ” 
tpcked snugly away in the innermost recesses of 
their confidence, and who avoid betraying tbfSm- 
selves into such impulsiveness as might lead to a 
fire-escape and political dissolution. As for Mrs. 
Grundy, the dear old soul never sees anything now 
unless she is led up to it with her spectacles on ; 
she is more than half blind, and totally deaf— 
a poor, frail creature very much on her last legs— 
and she must have been vaguely flattered and 
surprised at thy voluntary Grand Old Habd- 
Sbake, given to her in the very face of all the 
staring world of intelligence and fashion. It must 
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have eoothed her aching heart and comforted her 
tottering limbs to find she still had left to her a 
pale vestige of past power. Ah, it was a grand 
and edifying party-split ! — almost as exciting as if 
it had occurred on a question of Beer, which 
fateful subject angrily discussed, did, I believe, on 
one occasion actually efTect a change of Ministry. 
And it is rather a notable proof of the curious 
littleness of the age we live in, that of late, political 
parties have seldom broken up on great questions — 
questions of momentous and general interest 
affecting the welfare of the state and people — but 
n^ly always on petty, personal, nay almost 
vulgar and childish disputes, such as might make 
Fox and Pitt turn and groan in their graves. Is 
there no such thing as unadulterated patriotism 
-left, I wonder? — no real ardent love of the 
“ Mother ” England ? or hast thou, old Would-Be 
Despot, choked it all by thy pernicious gabble ? 

And yet, whatever may be said of thee now or 
in fliteir history as a Man-Enigma, thy bitterest 
•iieiny^ unless he be an idiot born, can hardly be 
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blind to tby numerous and extraordinary endow* 
ments. Jumbled as they are together with so 
much confusion that it is difficult to tell which 
sEvour most of vice or most of virtue, they are 
nevertheless Endowments, rare enough to find in 
any other living composition of mortal mould, 
And the mystic gift that keeps thee powerful to 
grasp and retain thy dominance over the minds of 
the Majority, is simple Genius — a gift of which 
there are many spurious imitations, but which in 
itself is given to so few as to make it seem curious 
and remarkable, aye, even a thing suggestive of 
downright madness to the men of mere businesa 
talent and capacity who form the largest portion of 
the governing body. Misguided, captious, flighty 
as caprice itself, it is nevertheless a flash of the 
veritable Promethean fire which works that busy,, 
massive brain of thine — a kindling, restless heat 
which is entirely deficient in the brains of nearly 
all thy fellow-statesmou of the hour. This it is 
that fascinates the Public — the giant Pttblts 
that above all the whisperings and squealings of, 
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the Press, reserves its own opinion, and only ntters 
it when called upon to do so, with sandry roarings 
and vociferations as of a hungry lion roused — a 
convincing manner of eloquence which doth wake 
to speculative timorousness the wandering penny- 
a-liner. For Genius is the only quality the 
Public does in absolute truth admire, without 
being taught or forced into admiration — and that 
Genius has ever in reality been despised or 
neglected by the world, is, roughly speaking, a 
Lie. Everything noble that deserves to live, 
lives ; and Homer wrote as much for the England 
of to-day as for the Greece of past tima The 
things that die, deserve to die ; the “ genius ’’ who 
deems himself ill-used, does by his childish queru- 
lousnesB prove himself unworthy of appreciation. 
For no great soul complains, inasmuch as all com- 
plaint is cowardice. 

Thus, when I bring the Public well into sym- 
pathetic view, and consider thee in relation to it, 
0 Grand Old Gladstone, I understand readily 
enon^ what is meant by the feeling of the 
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“ majority ” concerning thy civic and personal 
qualifications for power. It is this — ^that the 
people feel, that notwithstanding thy chameleon* 
like variablenoBB, and thy darkly cabalistic utter- 
ances on the political How, When, and Why, thoii 
art still the “ only ” man in the professed service 
of the country possessing this talisman of Genius 
which from time immemorial has carried its own‘ 
peculiar triumph over the heads of all opposers. 
For when thou shalt be gone the way of all fiesh, 
who is left? Little brilliancy of wit or good 
counsel is there now in the Commons, and the 
Lords are but weary creatures, bent on maintain- 
ing their own interests in the face of all change. 
Is there a man who can be truly said to have ^ 
gift of eloquence save Thou ? Wherefeve the 
attention and interest of the people still oontiinM 
to revolve round thy charmed pivot, thou Hawatdeit 
Thinker, with, as the Scotch say, a bee.” in thy 
bonnet And, whether Premier (ft Ex-Prei^er, all 
because thou art a Thinker in spite of the ))0e- 
Thy thoughts may be “ loit|^ long ihoughts'' Vkp, 
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the **ttioaght8 of youth” in Longfellow’s pretty 
poetD— they may be indeed without any definite 
end at all, but they are thoughts, they are not 
mere business calculations of the State’s expenses. 

«<l 

Only being ill-assorted and still worse defined, 
they are unfit to blossom into words, which they 
generally do, to the perplexity and anxiety of 
everybody concerned. And there is the mischief — 
a mischief irremediable, for nothing will stop thy 
tongue, thou Grand Old Gabbler, save a certain 
Grand Old Silence wearing only bones and carr;^- 
ing a scythe, who is not so much interested in 
politics as in mould and earthworms d la Darwin. 

Nevertheless I, for one, shall be exceedingly 
BOt^ when this fleshless ** reaper whose name is 
Death ” mows thee down, poor Gladdy, and turns 
Aee remorselessly into one more pinch of dust for 
his cverflowing granary. Bemember me or not as 
then mayest, do me good service or bad, I care 
nothm^ either way. Thy visits to mo were of 
thhie own seeking, and of conversation thou didst 
absolute monopoly ; but what matter ? — 1 
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at least was privileged to gaze upon thee freely 
and mentally comment upon thy collar uhreproved. 
*Twa8 but thy unctuous flattery that vexed my 
soul ; for Gladstonian praise is but Art’s rebuke. 
Otherwise I bear thee no malice, though for 
sundry reasons I might well do so. . . . Oh, 
venerable Twaddler ! Didst thou but know mo 
as 1 am, would not the hairs upon thy scalp, aye 
** each particular hair ” rise one by one in anger 
and astonishment, and thou for once be rendered 
speechless ? • • . Nay, good Qladstone-Grundy, 
have no fear I I will not blab upon thee ; I am 
well covered, closely masked ; and thou shalt hear 
no more of me as I slip by, save . . a smothered 
laugh behind my domino! 



VIJT. 

OF THE TltUE JOIJRNATAST AND HIS 
CREED. 




VllL 

OF THB TBUB JOURNALIST AN1> HIS GRlllED. 

I AM very fond of journalists, I look upon them, 
young and old, fat and lean, masculine and 
feminine, as the salt of the earth wherewith to 
savour the marrow of the country. And I like 
to put them through their paces. I am always 
devoured by an insatiable curiosity to fathom the 
depths of their learning — depths which I feel are 
almost infinite ; yet despite this infinity I am always 
fain to plunge. Whenever I see a son of the ink- 
pot I collar him, and demand of him information — 
information on all things little and* big, because 
he knows all things. I believe be even knows why 
Shalcespeare left his second-best bed to his wife, 

vt ^ ^ 

only he won^t tell. As for languages, be is evory- 
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body’s own Ollendorf. lie knows French, he 
knows Russian, he knows Italian, he knows 
Spanish, he knows Hindustani, he knows Chinese, 
be knows — oh divine Apollo ! what does he not 
know ! Let anybody write a book and try to 
introduce into its pages one word of Cherokee,^ 
one wild unpronounoeable word, and the omniscient 
journalist is down upon him instantly wij^t^ the 
bland assertion that it is a wrong word, 
spelt, wrongly used. For the journalist knows 
Cherokee ; he spoke it when a gurgling infant in 
his mother’s arms, together with all the living and 
dead dialerts of all nations. So that when I get a 
journalist to dine with me, is it to be wondered at 
that I am consumed by a desire to knowt The 
thirst of wisdom enters into me, and having ^lied 
my man with eatables and wine, I baifg on hb lips 
t^ntranoed. For can he not tell me everything 
that ever was, or ever shall bet — and idiall 1 not 
also aspire to oracles ? 

Once upon a time, to roy unsjieakable joy, I 
caught a fledgling journalist ; a fiuttie|in^<hreatiir6, 
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all eagle-^nga and chuckles, and 1 carried him 
home in a cab to dinner. He was a wild fowl, with 
plamage unkempt, and beak, i.e., a Wellingtonian 
nose, that spoke volumes of knowledge already. 
I discovered him hopping about a club, and seeing 
be was hungry, 1 managed to coax him along to 
my ** den.” When I had him there safe, I coul^ 
h#ve shouted with pure ecstasy ! He became 
tgdn^le; he smoothed his ruffled feathers; he 
dipped his beak into my burgundy wine and pro- 
nounced in a god-like way that “behold, it wja.s 
very good.” Then, when his inner man was satis- 
fied, he spoke ; and information, information, 
came rolling out with every brief and slangy 
sentence. Of kings and queens, of princes and 
oonusumers, of he and she and we and they, of 
fire,’ police, law, council, parliament, and my 
lady's chamber, of all that whirls in the giddy 
circle of tmr time, my fledgling had taken notes - 
yea, even on the very wheels of government, be 
bad placed his ink-stainod finger. 

^ O Vfdfidr^ young man ! ” I muttered as f 
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heard ; ** 0 marvel of the age I Why do not the 
kings of ilie earth gather together to hear thy 
wisdom ? Why do not the councils of Europe wait 
to learu the arts of government from thee ? Wert 
thou at the right liaiid of Deity, I wonder, when 
worlds were created and comets begotteu?*’ . . . 
Here, lUled with ideas, I poured more wine out for 
the moistening of the Wellingtoiiian beak, and 
demanded feverishly — “ Tell me, friend, of things 
that are unknown to most men — tell me of the 
dark mysteries of time, which must be clear as 
daylight to a brain like yours! — instruct me in 
faith and morals — show me the paths of virtue — 
explain to me your theories of the future, of creed — ** 
I stopped, choked by my own emotion ; I felt I 
was on the point of comprehending the incom- 
prehensible — of grasping great facts made clear 
through the astute perception of this literary 
Gamaliel. And he arose in response to my lad- 
juration ; he expanded bis manly chest, and stood 
in an attitude of ** attention ; his nose was 
redder than when be first sat down to dine, and 
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the vacuous chuckle of his laugh was music to 
my soul. 

** Creed ! ’* said he. “ Drop that ! I’m not a 
ohurch'goer. I’ve got one form of faith though." 
And be chuckled once again. 

“ And that is ? I questioned eagerly. 

“ This ! •’ 

And witli proud unction be recited the following 
simple formula : — 

I believe in the Tim jt. ^ 

■ And in the Mornimj Post, Maker of news 
fashionable and unfashionable. 

And in one Truth, tlie property of one Labby, 
the only-begotten son of honesty in Journalism, 

Who for us men and our salvatibu, socially, 
legally, and politically, 

Came down from Diplomacy into Bolt Court, 
Fleet Street, 

And was there self - incarnated Destroyer of 
Shams. Labby of Labby, Truth of Truth, Very 
Bad of Very Bad, Born not made, Being one 
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with hiiUBelf and answerable to nobody for bis 
opinions. 

Member for Northampton, he Buffered tbere^ 
secured votes and was left unburied, 

And he sitteth in the House, save when he 
ari^etli and speaketh, 

And he will contiiiue witli triumph to judge all 
those that judge, both the living and the dead, 

Whose legal pillory shall have no end. 

And I believe in one PaU Mall Gazette, Pure 
Gii'er of frequently mistaken information, which 
proceedeth from pens feminine, 

And which with the soporific St. James's, to- 
gether, exerteth the lungs of the newsboys. 

I acknowledge one holy and absolute Court 
Circular, 

I confess one Saturday ” - for the flaying of 
new authors, 

And 1 look for the death of the Nineteenth 

Century 

And the life of a less dull magazine to cbnui 
Amen. 
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With this, my journalistic fledgling gave way to 
Homerio laughter, and helped himself anew to 
wine. And since that day, since that witching 
hour, 1 have watched his wild career. 1 track 
him in the magazines ; I recognise the ebullitions 
of his wit in “society** paragraphs; I discover 
his withering, blistering sarcasm in his reviews of 
the books he never reads ; in fact, 1 find him 
everywhere. As the air permeates space, he per- 
meates literature. He is the all-sure, the all-wise, 
the all-conquering one. With such a faith as his, 
so firmly held, so nobly uttered, ho is born to 
authority. I only wish some one would make him 
Prime Minister. Everything that is wrong would 
be righted, and with a Journalist (and such a 
journalist !) at the head of affairs, all ’questions of 
government would be as easy to sottle as chikPs 
play. He himself — the Journalist — implies as 
much, and with all the fibres of my soul I believe 
him { 
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IX. 

OF WRITERS IN GROOVES. 

Thbre^ are a certain class of authors who remind me 
of a certain class of gamblers — men who believe in 
a special “ lucky number,” and are always staking 
their largest amounts upon it. To speak more 
plainly, I should say that I mean the ‘‘ groovy ” 
men, who, as soon as they find one particular sort 
of “ style ” that chances to hit the taste of the 
public, keep on grinding away at it with the 
remorselessness of an Italian street-organ player. 
I see lots of such fellows in the crowd around 
me, and 1 know most of them personally. For 
instance, there is William Black, a distinctly 
groovy” man if ever there was one. All his 
books are like ^brothers and sisters, bearing a 
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strong family resemblance one to another. If 
you have r( ad “ A Princess of Thule ” and A 
Daugbier of lleth ” you have got the iCreme de 
Ut crime of all that was or is in him. The rest of 
his work is evolved from precisely the same sub- 
stance as is found in thojo two books, only it is 
drawn out into variotis criss-cross threads of deft 
weaving ; and, deft as it is, it makes uncommonly 
thin material. In his latter novels, indeed, there is 
so much of what may be justly termed “feminine 
twaddle,” that one has to look back to the title- 
page in order to convince one’s self that it is 
really one of the “ virile ” sex who is telling a 
story. Excellent Willie! With his small head 
and inoffensive physiognomy, he suggests an in- 
tellectual sort of pint-pot, out of which it would 
be absurd to expect a quart of brain. Inasmuch 
as a pint-pot can only hold a pint; so let OS he 
grateful for small mercies. And let ns admire, 
not for the first time either, the persistent kindly 
confidence of the British Public, who steadily take 
up Willie s novels, one after the other, in the 
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sanguine fiaitb of finding Bomething new therein. 
“ Some daj," Bays the patient B.P. in its trot 
to and firom Mudio’s Library — " Bome day Willie 
will give UB & book without a sunset in it. Some 
day, by happy chance, he will forgot there exists 
such a thing as a yacht. And some day — who 
knows? — ^he may even awaken to the fact that there 
are other places on earth besides Scotland, and 
other men who are as interesting as Scotchmen.’* 
Good B.P. ! Exccdlent B.P. ! What a heart you 
have ! Yon deserve the very best that can ^be 
given you for the sake of your tolerance and 
cheerfulness of temper, which qualities in you 
seem truly inexhaustible. Here followeth an 
anecdote : A certain flimsy scribbler I wot of, who 
bad just got himself into a loosely-fitting suit of 
literary armour, and was l)andli):g his sword a bit 
awkwardly, as beginners at warfare are apt to do, 
said to me one day, with a sort of schoolboy 
vaunt, "The Public want trash f — and trash is 
what ril give them I ’’ 0 wise judge ! 0 learned 
judge ! Out he went with his *' trash," his sword 
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poking into everybody’s eye, and .his atm'jta 
waggling uncomfortably round him, and lo ! the 
Public “took” his trash and threw it into the 
gutter, broke his sword for him, gave him back 
the pieces, and civilly recommended him to look 
after the loose places in his armour. He went 
home, did that proud warrior, and .eat thinking 
about what had chanced — it may be he is thinking 
> still. 

No, the J3.P. don’t want "trash” — ^they wont 
the beat of everything — but they have an infinite 
kindness and patience in waiting for that " best," 
and carefully looking out for it ; and when it truly 
comes they welcome it with honest enthusiasnL 
Thus did they welcome and applaud the "Princess 
of Thule,” because they found it good and charm- 
ing and unique, and ever since that time they 
have reposed quite a pathetic trust in little Black, 
hoping against hope that he will give them some- 
thing else equally good again. Alas for ^ 
vanity of all such human wishes ! for William is 
a "groovy” man now, and in his groove he 
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evidently puxgQses to remain. 1 remember dining 
with him oil one occasion, when, in the- ordinary 
way of conversation, 1 asked him wliat books he 
had been ireading lately ? Oh, what sublime 
amazement in bis rolling eye ! 

“ Bead ? ” he drawled. “ 1 never read. Beading 
spoils an author’s own style.” 

Haw-haw I Weally ! Good 11.1’., you see how 
matters stand? Willie’s “ kail-yairdie,” or little 
plot of gardcu-grouud, is barren ; its first crop has 
been gathered, and no more seed sown by stu^, 
so don’t expect any other rich harvests, or look 
for wonders in such work as “ Stand fast, Craig 
Bbyston! ” For even brain -soil wants cultivation, 
if it is to produce something better than }veeds. 

Another “groovy" man is William Clark Bussell 
The waves rule Britannia in his opinion. The 
sea occnpies his inventive faculty to the exclusion 
of everything else. A pigmy Neptune sits on his 
bald pate, touching it up with a trident. Sailors' 
“..yama,” sailors’ marriages, sailors’ shipwrecks — 
tales tA mariners in every sort of painful and 
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pleasant situation — influence his mind and bring 
it into that “ One-idea ’’ condition which is con- 
sidered by gravely spectacled specialists as a form 
of cerebral disease. Moreover, his books bristle 
with sailors’ jargon, sailors’ slang, sailors’ “ lingo," 
which people, who are not sailors and who never, 
intend to be sailors, do not understand and do not 
want to understand. However, this monomania of 
his produced one good result — “ The Wreck of the 
Grosveuor." He exhausted his best energies in 
that book, and having found it a success (as it 
destrved to be), settled into the Jack Tar line of 
writing, and became once for all and evermore 
" groovy.” The " Wreck of the Grosvenor ’’ is his 
“Princess of Thule." He is all there, and there 
is no more of him anywhere. 

At one time I feared, but it was only a passing 
shudder, that one of the most brilliant novelists 
we have, Marion Crawford, was drifting in the 
fatal direction of “ groove." When the rather 
lengthy “ Sant’ llario " came trailing along, after 
the equally lengthy “ Saraeinesca," 1 fbonght, 
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Alas ! and woe is mo ! Are we never to bear 
the last of the beautiful and lovable Astrardente ? 
A noble character, but 6ome\\hat too much of her 
is here.” And I was on the ver^e of uncomfortable 
doubt for some time, for I had always judged 
Crawford to be of the true Protean type of genius, 
capable of touching every string on the literary 
harp ho holds. And I was not mistaken, for A 
Cigarette-maker’s Bomanee,” that most delicate 
and delightful work, proves that he is anything 
but ^‘groovy”; and his ‘‘Witch of Prague” is 
a breaking of entirely new soil. So that the more 
I read of him, the more I am confirmed in the 
opinion I have previously ventured to express — 
namely, that he is our best man-novelist. 1 use 
the term “ man-novelist ” because I know there 
are women-novelists — ladies whom I should be 
very sorry to oifend by applying the adjective 
“best” to any meiuber of the viler sex. For I 
know also that those ladies, if affronted, have 
carious and unexpected ways of revenging them- 
selves. and though 1 am masked, my silver domino 
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ie Lardly proof against the green and glitte|ing'>- 
eye of a remorseless literary female. So pray you 
be not wrathful, sweet ladies ! — rather join with 
me in gentle chorus, and say, as you know you 
must, that the author of Isaacs,” “ A Roman 
Singer,” and “ Marzio’s Crucifix " is indeed the 
least “ groovy,” and therefore the beet “ man* 
novelist ” living ; be kind and condescending thus 
far, for of women-novelists you shall have a word 
presently. 

Somewhere, once upon a time, I called George 
Meredith an Eccentricity. I meant him harm by 
this phrase or term — I mean none now, when I repeat 
it. He is an Eccentricity — of Genius 1 Ha 1 '#lbere 
are you now, all yon commentators and would-be 
clearers-up of the Mighty Obscure? An EcjtUu- 
tricity — a bit of genius gone mad — an Intelleotual 
Faculty broken loose from the moorings of CoQliion 
Sense, and therefore a hopelessly obstinate fixture 
in the “ groove ” of literary delirium. A Meredi- 
thian description of Meredith is found in his story 
of “One of our Conquerors” — a description there. 
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Applied to the character of Dudley Sowerby, 
bat fitting Meredith himself exactly. Here it is ; 

* His disordered deeper sentiments were a diver's 
wreck where an armoured subtermarino, a mon- 
strous puff-ball of man, wandered seriously light 
in heaviness, trebling his hundred-weights to keep 
him from dancing like a bladder-block of elastic 
lumber; thinking occasionally amid the mournful 
spectacle, of the atmospheric pipe of communication 
with the wdrld above, whereby he was deafened 
yet sustained. " Of course it is dillicult to grasp 
all this at^once — but 1 seize upon the words, 
bladder-block of elastic lumber '* — I know, I feel that 
** bladder -hhek ** is Meredith, though I cannot 
precisely inform myself or others what a “ bladder- 
block** in its original sense may meAn. But 
meanings are not expected to be vulgarly apparent 
onMU^e surface of this “diver's wreck" or new 
school of prose — ^you have to search for them; 
and you must hold fast to whatever “ atmospheric 
pipe of ccmmiimcation** you can find, in order to 
keep up with this “ Monstrous puJf-baU- of man 

11 
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wandering teriously Ught in heaviness." It taM 
been left to George Meredith to tell us about '‘the 
internal state of a gentleman who detested intano 
gible metaphor as heartily as the vnlgarost of oor 
gobble-gobbets hate it ” — and if we would not i)e 
considered “ gobhle-gobbcts ” ourselves, we must 
strive to be grateful for the light he throws on our 
intellectual darkness. He is supposed to under* 
stand women in and out and all round, so.ve 
must take it for granted that m woman can 
" breathe thunder." It sounds alarming — ^it is 

i 'W- 

alarming — but if Meredith says it, it must be tnid. 
And he does say ii With the calm conviction of 
one who knows, he assures us that “the lady 
breathed low thunder.” She is a very remarkaUe 
person altogether, this “ lady,” called Mre. 
Marsett, and her modes of action are carried on 
‘ in positive defiance of all natural and physical 
law. For at one time we are told “ her eja-Uds- 
(not her eyes) mildly sermonised,” and on ano&tf 
occasion she actually “caught at her slippery 
tongue and carolled,” quite a feat of leger de langsu. 
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Again, “ her woman’s red mouth was shut fast on 
a fighting underlip.” Till I read tliis, I was fool 
enough to think that the underlip was part of the 
month, but now I know that the nnderlip is 
qai|e a separate and distinct thing, as it is able 
to go* on ” fighting ” w'hile the mouth is ” shut 
fast” on it. She docs all sorts of curious things 
with this mouth of hers, docs Mrs. Marsctt; in 
ime scene of her career it is said that “ she blushed, 
blinked, frowned, $weetened her lijhlines, bit at the 
under one, and passed in a discomposure.” 
Moreover, this strange mouth was given to the 
atierance of bad language, for with it and her 
“jdippery tongue ” Mrs. Marsett said her own name 
was *''X>amnable ! ” and what was still worse, 
f had the passion to repeat the epithet in shrieks 
and scratch np male speech for a hatefuller,” 
whateftrer that may mean. Of course, it is all very 
Spnmd and mixed and magnificent, if any one 
ehoosee to tiunk so ; people can work themselves 
into an epilepsy of enthusiasm over prose run 
mad d la Meredith, as over poetry gone a-wool- 
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{'athoring d la Browning. It is a harmless 
mania which is confined to the few, and is of a 
distinctly non-spreading tendency ; while those 
who arc not partakers in the craze can look on 
thereat and be amused thereby — for Meredith is 
at all times and all seasons both personally and 
in literature a real entertainment. Whether he 
be haranguing to the verge of deafness some stray 
acquaintance in the Garrick Club ; whether he be 
met, a greybeard solitary, stalking up the slopes 
of Box Hill, at the foot of which he resides ; 
whether be be inveighing against the “ porkers,” 
i.e., the Public, within the precincts of '& certain 
small and extortionate but rigidly pious book- 
seller’s shop in the town of Dorking ; or whether 
he be visited in his own small literary ** ch&let,” 
which he built for himself in bis own garden, 
away from his house, what time he had a wife, 
(a very charming, kindly lady, whose appreciative 
sense of humour enabled her to understand hor 
husband’s gifts better than any of his wildest trmr- 
shippers), in order to escape from " domesticity ” 
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and the ways of the “ women” ho is supposed to 
understand — in each and all of these positions he 
is distinctly amusing — and never more so than 
when he thinks he is impressive. Yet there can 
be no doubt whatever as to his natural cleverness, 
and the original turn of mind which might have 
made him a distinctly great writer, if he had not 
forced himself into the strained style of the 
artificial “groove ” he has adopted. Even now, if 
he would only leave the first spontaneous output of 
hia thou^t alone, instead of altering it when it 
is on php^, and weighing it down with all the big 
words he can find in the dictionary, he would 
probably write something above the average of 
interest. However, it’s no use being' hard upon 
him, as he has quite recently been Lynched.* 
I camnot endure his novels, it is true — but 
still, 1 never wished him to meet such a fright- 
ful fate. When we reflect on the barbarity of 
the institution known as Lynch-law, we cannot 


* Hiss Bfannsh Lynch has publi;>beil » “ Coinmentory ” 
on tho works of Ottorite Meredith. 
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but wonrler how hia admirers have tamely stood 
by and seen liim delivered over to so awful a 
punislimcnt. Yet it is a positive fact that they 
have made no dereiice. And he has been tom 
limb from limb, and broken into explained pieces 
by a pitiless executioner self-elected to the perfoirm- 
ance of the abhorrent deed. A woman too — ^yclept 
Hannah as well as Lynch; and eke a spinster- 
mind cannot picture a more formidable foe-^a 
more fearful fate ! Heaven save you, gpor 
Meredith ! for man cannot. Lynched you are^ 
and Lynched you must be by every word, sentence 
and chapter, until you be dead, and may God 
have mercy on your soul I 
Among other '‘groovy" men may be included 
Hall Caine (whose big “ bow-wow ” style is utterly 
unchanged and unchangeable), W. E. Norris^ the 
pale, far-off, feeble imitator of Thackeray, and F. 
6. Philips. This latter gentleman is evidently 
fast " set " in the “ groove ” of naughty but in^ 
teresting adventuresses. His tale of As in a 
Looking-glass ” met with so much success, besides 
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receiving the extremely questionable honour of 
diramatisation, that he now indulges in the error 
of imagining that ail the world must for the future 
be persistently eager to know the histories of a 
continuous succession of conscienceless ladies like 
Lena Despard. One of his creations of the 
kind, Margaret Byng, might be Lena’s twin 
sister. (According to the title-page, one P. 
Fendall would seem to have something to do with 
Margaret Byng, but how and where it is im- 
possible to discover.) Adventuresses for breakfast, 

• 

adventuresses for dinner, tea and supper ; adven- 
turesses in all sorts of gowns, brand-new or 
shabby, and adventuresses in all sorts of difficult 
situations at all sorts of seasons — tliis is the 
' ** fonr-and-twenty blackbirds baked in a pie ” 
kind of dish, which is what we must expect from 
Ifr. Philips in the future. This and no more, 
since he considers it enough. And among 
**g^rqovy*' men, alas! must be reckoned one of 
tuost delightful of writers, Bret Harte. The 
' groove ” he chose was at first so new and fresh 
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that we all felt aa if we coaid never have euoagb 
of it ; but even in excess of love there is satiety, 
and such satiety is our sad experience with the 
gifted author of “ The Luck of Eoaring Gamp ” 
and the pathetic “ Outcasts of Poker Flat.” "We 
know exactly the Qort of thing he will write for us 
now — and the charm is broken. 

I lay no claim to being possessed of any literary 
taste, so it will matter to no one when 1 say I 
can see no beauty and no art in Mr. Hardy’s 
“^Tess of the D’Urbervilles.” It is an entirely 
hateful book in my opinion. Neither can 1 endure 
Mrs. Ward’s “ David Grieve,” and as this lady 
has undoubted literary gifts, L hope she will for 
‘the future avoid the religious “groove.” It is 
extremely uninteresting, and is enough to cramp 
any author’s style. Mr. Gladstone, who “ boomed" 
“ Robert Elsmore,” apparently has nothing to 
say for “ David Grieve/’ though it seems he can 
admire such crude performances as Mdlle. Ixe ” 
and ” Some Emotions and a Moral.” But it 
would never do for ns to go by the taste of 
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the Grand Old Man in these things. He is as 
variable as a chameleon. He might call our 
attention to the splendours of Dante on one 
occasion, and directly afterwards assure us that 
nothing could be finer in literature than the 
nursery rhyme of “ Pat-a-cake, pat-a-cake, baker’s 
man.” Dear old Gladdy 1 He is the greatest 
“ leader ” ever born in hie quality of misleading. 

It is difficult indeed to find a writer who is not 
more or less “ groovy ” — that is, one who will 
not only give us different stories, but di£(prent 
“ styles.” And as a rule the men writers are 
more “groovy” than the women, though the women 
are bad enough in their own particular way. Miss 
Braddon, for example, is, as every one knows, 
the “ grooviest ” of novelists going — her canvas 
is always prepared in the same manner, and the 
same familiar figures stand out upon it in only 
slightly altered attitudes. Her books always 
remind me of a child’s marionette theatre, having 
the same set of puppets, ^j^o can be placed in 
position to enact over ancTTover again the same 
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sort of play. And it is a play that always amusoB 
one for an hour, when one has nothing better 
to do. " Ouida,” though she tells all sorts of 
different stories (of which her short ones are by 
far the best), has no difference of style — she is 
always the same old “ Ouida ” — and so will be 
to the end of her life’s chapter. There are 
always the same wicked, but exquisitely lovely, 
ladies, to whom the mandage tie is frailer and 
less to be considered than a hair, and always 
the same good, pure, and therefore (according 
to '*Onida”) stupid girls who are just sixteen. 
There are always the bold, bad men with ** mighty 
chests” and “Herculean limbs,” who covet their 
neighbour’s wives, or play havoc with the hearts 
of trusting maidens — and all these things are 
told with a gorgeousness of colour and picturesque- 
ness of description that is not only brilliant, but 
very marvellously poetical. “ Ouida ” ho|^s a 
pen such as many a man has good secret reascm 
to envy. There are rich suggestions for both 
poets and painters in many of her books— ^bttt 
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there is no convincing portrait of life, except in 
** Friendship/’ which was a SMllrical expim of 
the actual lives of some very questional >le and 
unpleasant people. Yet ^‘Oiiidfi’s” gift was one 
which might have been turned to rare account 
bad she studied more arduously in her earlier 
years ; but now, across her little garden of genius, 
in which ail the flowers have run wild, are written 
the fatal words Too Late.” 

Another very groovy ” lady novelist is Rhoda 
Broughton. The not-particulavly-good-lookitig ^nd 

loose-jointed ” young man (all Miss Broughton’s 
heroes are ‘’loose-jointed”-! don’t know why) 
puts in his appearance in all her hooks without 
fail—and there is always the same sort of dis- 
tressing hitch in the love-busincss. The liberties 
she takes with the English language are fre- 
quently vulgar and unpardonable. Familiarity 
with '^jJang ” is no doubt delightful, but some 
people would prefer a familiarity with grammar. 

A very promising creature was the fair American, 
Amelie Bives. I say was ” because she is 
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married now, and Tm afraid she will not write 
BO well with a “ worser half” looking ovei* her 
copy.” Her story, Virginia of Virginia,” was 
a delicious study — quite a little w’ork of genius in 
its way — though I must own her novel, “ The 
Quick or the Dead,” was a mere boggle of wild 
sentiment and scarcely - repressed sensualism. 
Some critics were very hard down upon her, 
because she threatened to be original*’ all the 
time, and critics hate that sort of thing. That 
is gWhy they invariably “go” for one of our 
newest inflictions, Marie Corelli, of whom it may 
bo truly said that she has written no two books 
alike, either in plot or style ; and the grave 
Spectator on one occasion forgot itself so far as 
to say that her romance entitled “ Ardath ” had 
actually beaten Beckford’s renowned “Vathek** 
out of the field. But all the same, with every 
respect for the Spectator'i opinioia, I, personally 
speaking, find her a distinctly exasperating writer, 
who is neither here, there, nor anywhere — a 
“will-o’-the-wisp” sort of being, of whom it is 
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devoutly to be wished that she would settle into 
a “ groove,” as she would be less of a trial to 
the (in her case) always savage reviewer. 

Nothing is more irritating to a critic than to 
have to chronicle the reckless flights of this 
young woman’s unbridled and fantastic imagina- 
tion. She tells us about heaven and hell as if 
she had been to them both, and had rather enjoyed 
her experiences. Valiant attempts to “ quash ” 
her have been made, but apparently in, vain, 
and most of my brethren in the critical faculty 
consider her a po.sitive infliction. Why does ^he 
not take the advice tendered her by the World, 
and other sensible journals, and retire altogether 
from literature? 1 am sure she woujd be much 
happier “ picking geranium leaves ’’ a la Becky 
Sharp, with a husband and two thousand a-year. 
As it is, her very name is, to the men of the 
press, what a red rag is to a bull. They are 
d«wn upon it instantly with a fury that is 
almost laughable in its violence. But I suppose 
•he is like the rest of her sex — obstinate, and 
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that Bbe will hold on her wild career, regardless 
of censure. Only, as I say, 1 wish she would 
elect a “groove” to run in, for I, among many 
others, shall be relieved as well as delighted 
when we are all quite ciTtain beyond a doubt 
as to what sort of book wo are to expect from 
her. At prefi(‘nt she is a more vexation to any 
well-ordered mind. 

Poor Mrs- Henry Wood! What a wonderfully 
** groovy *’ woman she w^as ! always writing, as 
one of my brother-critics has aptly remarked, 

c 

“ in the stylo of an educated upper housemaid/^ 
And yet her books soil largely — partly because 
Bentley and Sun advertise them perpetually, and 
partly because they “will not bring a blush io 
the cheek of the Young Person.” This latter 
reason accounts for the popularity (in the pious 
provinces) of that astoundingly dull writer, Edna 
LyalL Patience almost fails me when I think 
of that lady’s closely-printed, bulky JH 

about nothing. “Groove”? ye godsi I mon^ 
think it was a “ groove goody< 
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goody " groove,” out of which there is never 
the fimallest possibility of an escape. But perhaps 
one of the circumstances that surprises me most 
in the fate of all the mass of fiction produced 
weekly, is the curious placidity with which the 
public take it up, scan it, lay it aside, and forget 
it instantly. Scarce one out of all the writers 
writing, male and female, has a book remembered 
by Mudie’s supporters after a year. If any novel 
is still thought of and talked of after that period, 
you may be sure it is not ‘‘ groovy,” but that 
it rune in a directly contrary current to all 
“ grooT0B ” of preconceived opinion — that it baa 
something vaguely irritating about it an well as 
pleasing — Whence its success. But on the whole 
1 am not sore that I do not prefer “groovy” 
writers after all. There is a comfortable certainty 
in their literary manoeuvres. They are not going 
to frighten you by exploding a big fiery bomb 
of Imagination or Truth (both these things are 
IjjiwuiOtf^nt to me) on the reader unawares. It 
is rOally qi|ite a weird sensation to fake up 
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the latest book by a writer who has the reputation 
of being able to tell you something different each 
time, because, of course, you never know what 
he or she may be at. You may have your very 
soul racked by painful or pathetic surprises-— and 
why should we have our souls racked? The 
persistently “ original ” man may take oS to 
the brink of a bell and force ns to look down 
when we would rather not; he may suddenly 
exert all his forces to drag our leaden minds 
after him up to a heaven where we are not 
quite ready to go. Then, again, he may give 
us descriptions of human passion such as will 
make us grow quite hot and anon quite cold 
with the most curious feelings; what have we 
done that we should be afflicted with literary 
ague ? No ; it is b(4tcr, it is safer, to have 
our novelists all arranged in " grooves ” OT' 
" sets ” ready to baud, so that we ri&ll know 
exactly where to find the chroniclers of rural 
stories, sporting stories, detective stories, g^ost 
stories, every " male aud female after their kind,” 



OF WBITEBS IN GBOOVES. U.l 

each in his or her own appointed place. To got 
book by an author who is rocogniflod as a 
manufacturer of ** racing novol‘=i,’* and find him 
breaking out into a strain of sulilimatcd philo- 
sophy, would be indeed an alarming circumstance 
to most readers. Oh, yes, it is bettor to be 
groovy**; BometimoH the public got tired and 
throw you over, but that sort of thing h.ipi)on‘j 
more frequently in restless France and Italy than 
in England* Had I been ** groovy I should 
have been famous — at least, so I have boon tqld 
by a lady skilled in the fasliionahlo science of 
palmistry. But being unable to play the mill- 
horse, and go round and round in a recognised 
rut, here I am — the merest un-notorious Nobody. 
'What a pity 1 1 cannot but heave an involuntary 
«igh over my lost opportuniti( s If I bad only 
tbe necessary ambition, 1 could have been 
made a "Celebrity at Home” for one of the 
leading jotumalfl. " Fancy that ! ” to quote from 
^ Immortal Ibsen's '* Hedda Gabler.” And then 
— proud thought! — I should have been a Some* 

12 
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body. Not because I had achieved something— 
oh, no, that isn’t required of a Celebrity at 
Home.” Not at all. In fact, the less you do 
nowailays the more likely you are to become a 
“celebrity” of the newspapers. So that as I 
liave done nothing, and moreover, as I have really 
nothing to do, I ought, by all modem rule and 
plan, to be “ interviewed ” as — well, let me 
modestly snggost, as a “Coming” person, per- 
haps ? Lots of ft llows are “ Coming,” according 

to the press, who never arrive. I could be 

% 

advcitisoJ as one of those, without doing mnob 
harm to anyb(.>dy? Won’t some one back me 
jjp? I am fully aware of the extent of my lose 
ill liti ratiiro in having failed to find a “ groove " 
— but it’s never too late to mend, and perhaps I 
shall discover it still and settle down in it. At 
present I am not anxious, because, as far as my 
observations on the great literary raree-show 
have gone, I find the chief object of the modem 
Pen is to eani Money, not Fame. Kow, of looney 
I have enough, and of fame — well I 1 am a friend 
of Gladstone’s, and that assures fame to anybody! 



X. 
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OF THUS HOCIAL ELEPHANT. 


Upon my word, the crowd is very tluiiBe just here ! 
[ find it more tLaii diilicult to elbow a pansage 
through. And I know how djirjgerouB it is to 
jostle literary men, even by accident — they are So 
touchy/ that no matter how polittly you apologise 
for the inadvertency, they never excuse it. And 
there is a little obstruction yonder in the person of 
the tame Elephant, who is a sort of grotesque pet 
of ours ; he moves slowly on account of his bulk, 
and he has a big palanquin on bis back in which 
sits the Fairy who manages him. It’s quite a 
chiMfliiiiig spectacle — especially the Fairy part of 
itr-*and i^though there is such a crush in this 
particular corner, it is pleasant to see how good- 
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natured some of the people are, and how kindly 
they allow the Elejdiaiit to get along in epite of 
increasing scarcity of room, and how they all make 
light of his awkward size because he is such a 
nice, mild, innocent, sagacious creature. 

What nrn I talking about ? — who am I talking 
about? Nothing! — nobody! I am only making 
an allegory. It is not called “ The Sunlight Lay 
Across iiiy Bed,” but ‘‘The Elephant Walked 
Across my Path.” So be did on one occasion. I 
wasn't a bit inconvenienced by his proceedings ; 
he thought I was, but I wasu'^t. 

When they are at home the Elephant and the 
Fairy live together. The Elephant has a Trunk 
(or Intellectual Faculty) of the utmost delicacy and 
sensitiveness at the tip, and with this exquisitely 
formed mdinber he is fond of picking up Pins. 
The Fairy watches him with a touch of melancholy 
interest in her lovely eyes ; pins are certainly nse- 
fol, and he does pick them up “ beautifully.'’ No 
one can be more bewitching than the Fairy; no 
one can be blander or more aware of his own 
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value than the Elephant. ConeciouB of weight 
and ponderous movement, be nevertheless manages 
to preserve n suggestion of something indoiinable 
that is “ uttor.” lie is not without malice — note 
the slyness of his eye when he is at his graceful 
trick of Pin-lifting. lie will, it is true, wave his 
trunk to and fro with a majestic gentleness that 
seems harmless, but a closer inspection of him will 
arouse in the timorous observer a vague bcdbo of 
danger. The chances are ten to one that he will 
accept the sugared biscuit (or compliment) offered 
to him by the unsuspecting beholder, and t^en 
that he will incontinently seize the unsuspecting 
one suddenly round the body and dash Lim to bits 
on the flat ground of some bard journalistic matter 
suitable for smashing a man. But he never for- 
gets himself so far as to trumpi t forth this secret 
capability of his; the only warning the visitor 
ever receives as to his possible malicious intent is 
the solemn twinkle of his sly green eye. Beware 
that eye ! it means mischief. 

, As for the Fairy, it is not too much to say that 
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Hho is one of tbo prettieut things alive. She does 
not Boom to stand at all in awe of her Elephant 
lord. She has her own little webs to weave- 
silvery webs of goBsumer-diHcuHsion on polities, in 
which, bless her heart for a charming little liadieal, 
she works neither good nor harm. Her eyes would 
burn a hole through many a stern old Tory’s 
waistcoat and make him dizzily doubtful as to 
what party he really belonged to for the moment. 
She has the prettiest hair, all loosely curling about 
her face, and she has a very low voice, so modn* 
luted as to seem to some folks affected in its in- 
ton ation. But it isn’t affected ; it is a natural 
music, and only repulsive old spinsters with 
cracked vocal cords presume to cast aspersions on 
its dulcet sweetness. She dresses " festhetically ” 
— ^in all sorts of strange tints, and rich stuffs, 
made in a fashion which the masculine mind must 
describe as “ gatbered-up-anyhow ” — With large 
and wondrous sleeves and queer mediaeval adorn- 
ments — it pleases her whim so to do, and it idso 
pleases the Elephant, who is apt to get excited 
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the subject of Colour. We all know what a red 
rag is to a bull— so we should not be surprised to 
find an Elephant who is cn lined by some colours 
and enraged by others. Colour, in fact, is the 

only rule of life accepted by the Elephant — better 

• 

to have no morality, according to him, than no 
sense of Colour. And so the Fairy robes herself 
in curious and cuiiuingly-deviBed hues to soothe 
the Elephant's nerves (Elephants have thick hides 
but excessively fnigile nerves, as every naturalist 

will tell you) ; and pranks herself out like a llower 

• 

of grace set in a queou’s garduu. Sbo does not 
talk much, this quaint Fairy, but sbe looks whole 
histories. Her gaze is softly wistful, and often 
abstracted ; at certain moinouts ber spirit seems 
to have gone out of her on invisible '^ings, miles 
away from the Elephant and liturary Castle, and 
it is in such moments that she looks ber very 
prettiest. To me she is infinitely more interesting 
than the Elephant himself, but as it is the 
Elephant whom everybody goes to see, I must 
try to dovlum justice — if I can ! 
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To begin with, I know him very well, and ht 
knows me. I have fed him many a time and oft 
with the sugared compliments he likes best — and 
what is really a matter worth noting be has allowed 
me to feed him. This ip very good of him. He is 
not so amiable to everybody. Few indeed are per- 
mitted the high honour of holding out a dainty 
morsel of flattery to that delicately-snilliiig trunk 
which “ smells a rut ” too swiftly to bo easily 
cajoled. But it hus pleased the Elephant to take 

food from my hand, though while he ate, I noticed 
< 

he never stopped winking. So that 1 know per- 
fectly well who it was that lifted me up a w}iile 
ago in a journal that shall be nameless, and did 
his utmost to smash me utterly by the force with 
which he threw me down again. Elephants have 
“ nasty humours ” now and then— it is their 
nature. But for once this particular animal found 
his match. He didn't hurt me though he tried ; 1 
got up from under his very feet, and — offered him 
another Compliment. He took it — gracefully ; 
swallowed it “beautifully” — mid does not vdnk 
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quite so niucli now. Still, his eye is always on 
me — and mine on him — and we begin to under- 
stand each other. 

His prettiest trick, and the one for which he is 
chiefly admired, is, as 1 said before, the delicate 
way in which he picks up Pins. Pins that any less 
sensitive creature would tliink worthless, he in- 
stantly perceives, scdocts and classes as “ dis- 
tinctly precious.*’ Minute points of discussion 
having to do with vague subjects which (unless we 

could live on an Island of Dreams like the Laii- 

• 

reato’s Lotus-eatt^rs) no one has any time to waste 
in considering, he (the Elephant) turns over and 
over and disposes of in bis own peculiar fashion. 
He has a low estimate of man's moral responsi- 
bilities, he thinks tliat if the " masses *' could only 
be brought to appreciate Colour as keenly as he 
himself appreciates it, the world would be both 
and wise, and would have no further need 
of law. He considers Nature au nature^ mistake. 
Nttfore must he refined by Art. Ergo, a grand 
waterfall would not appeal to him, nnless properly 
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illumined by electricity, or otherwise got up few 
effect. He hiruKelf is got up for effect — if he were 
not, according to his own showing, he would be 
hideous. An Elephant of the jungle is unlovely, 
but an Elephant in civilian attire, decently boused, 
with a Euiry to look after him and preside over hia 
meals, is a very different animal. Art has refined 
him. Nature has nothing more to do with him. 

Sonatimes the Elephant ruminates. Pms cease 
to interest him, and with coiled-up trunk («.«., 
Intellectual Faculty), and heavy limbs at rest, he 
shuts his blinking emerald eyes to outer things, 
and thinks. Then, rising with a mighty roar of 
trumpeting that blares across the old world and 
the new, he tears up the ground beneath his feet, 
and throw.s a Production — i.e., a novel, or a play — 
in the face of his foes. And his foes momentarily 
shrink back from him, appalled at the noise he 
makes; but anon they rise op boldly in tiheir 
puny strength to confront his ponderosity. Staves, 
darts, arrows and stones they get toge^er in 
haate and trembling, and, shielding themselves, 
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behind different editor’s desks, begin the wild 
affray. Lo, how the huge Trunk sways and the 
green eyes glare ! Trample the Production to 
pieces, ye pigmy ruffians of reviewers, ye shall 
never crush what is “ immortal ! ” Howl, ye spit- 
fires of the Press, ye shall never make the Ele- 
phant’s shadow diminish by one iota ! For the 
fulminating truth of the elephantine Production, 
* from a literary point of view, is this: That '' as a 
work of art it is perfection, and perfection is what 
we artists aim at.” ^ 

Thus the Elephant, with much pounding of feet, 
swinging of trunk, lashing of tail, and scattering 
of dust in the eyes of bewildered beholders. And 
truly he succeeds in attracting an infinite amount 
of attention, as why should he not*? He is a 
lordly animal ; large enough to ho seeu at a dis- 
tance, and society pets him as it pets all creatures 
of whom it is vaguely afraid. Shy, retiring souls 
have no chance whatever of what is called ” social 
success** nowadays. You must either be an 
Elephant or a Gnat; you must rend or sting 
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before society will take any notice of you. And 
though critics curse the Elephant and wish he 
were well out of their way. Society fondles him ; 
and as long as he is thus fondled, so long Will he 
score certain victories in art and literature. It is 
impossible to “ quash ” him, he is too big. Every 
one is bound to look at him, and when he begins 
to move, albeit slowly, every one is equally bound 
to get out of the way. ^ 

There was once a time, however (whSn the 
Elephant was younger), in which it seemed doubt- 
ful whether he would remain an Elephant. A 
strange spcdl was upon him, a wizard-glow of the 
light that blinds re vi(?wers— Genius. He stood on 
the confines of a sort of magic territory, wagging 
his delicate Trunk wistfully, and taking inquiring 
sniffs at the world. He was then like one of those 
deeply interesting animals we read about in the 
dear old fairy-books ; he w as waiting for the proper 
person to come and cut off his head, or throw ^ 
water over him, or something, and elty — ‘‘ Qu|t thy 
present form ^d taka that of a What ? 
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Wdl, let UB say “ Poet,” for oxample. Yea, that 
woold have probably been the correct formula— 
" Quit thy present form and talce that of a Poet.” 
Aftd then, hey presto I he would have skipped out 
of his bide, 'all dressed in dazzling blue and silver, 
a very Prince of wit and wisdom. But tbe magi- 
.cian who could or might have worked this change 
fxi him didn’t turn up at the right moment, and bo 
no one would believe he was anything hut an 
Elephant at last. And when he found that this 
Was people’s fixed opinion, and that nobody could 
be persuaded to think otherwise, he showed a few 
very ugly humours. He broke into the newspaper 
shops and went rampaging round among the pens 
and the ink-pots. He knocked down a few unwary 
authors whom he imagined stood in bis way, and 
when they were down, be stamped upon them. 
This was not nice of him. But he ought to have 
knowni il he had been as wise as elephants are 
supposed to be, that authors, unless they are very 
&ail, indeed, take a deal of killing before being 
killed; And be might have foreseen the possibility 
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of thoHG trampled people getting up and revenging 
themselves whenever they had the ehanc6. BSi 
“ perfect ’’ work was the very thing they had 
waited for ever so long. And they did not spflM 
the Kle.[ihaiit. Not they ! They remembered the 
weight of his feet on themselves, and not being 
able to trend on him because he was so large and 
heavy and obstinate, they stuck things into him 
instead. The “ barbed arrow,” you know, that 
kind of disagreeable small weapon that goes in 
deep and rankles. A whole shower of such irritat- 
ing little darts went into the Elephant — jiist in the 
delicate fleshy places between the folds of his hide 
— and it was an amazing sight to see how badly 
he took them. Never was such a roaring and 
trumpeting heard before ! In the unreasoning 
heat of rage he quite forgot how matters really 
stood, and that he was only getting the qiUd pro 
quo he actually deserved. He never gave a thought 
to the authors he had mangled and left fot dead^ 
and who had not been allowed' to make any outery 
on the subject of their wounds. Ba had no xpeol- 
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lection of that Scriptural anecdote which tells how 
the ** dry bones " came together “ bone by bone/’ 
and became a “ great standing army.* “dry 

bones ** were the poor poets and novelists he had 
stamped upon; indeed, not only had he stamg^d 
".pon them, but he had even lillod his trunk with 
muddy water, and squirted it over their seemingly 
lifeless remains. But the “ great army ” was 
there, and not past lighting, and it marched 
straight at and around the Elephant. On one 
occasion it encamped a force against him in the 
St. James's Gazette^ and alas, for tlic good Ele- 
phant’s vanity, he imagined he had foes there 
simply because he holds liadical views. Ye gods ! 
Who that is commonly sane, cares whether an 
elephant be Radical, Whig, or Tory ? Politics arc 
the very last subject in the world I should consult 
an Elephant about. The mere idea of such a 
thing is enough to make a certain St, James's 
Gazette reviewer I wot of, split his sides with 
laughter in the evil secrecy of his literary den. 

As 1 hinted before, the Elephant while on the 

' % , 

13 
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rampagti in tho newtspaper-sliops onco cUanoed ob 
iny buuiblu self, sitting back in an uuobtrusi?e 
corner. One would have thought that to a lordly 
uuimul of such a size, 1 might have seemed too 
microscopic to be noticed, but not a bit of it. 
lie went *' for me, with a good deal of unnecessary 
vigour — a total waste of power on his part, I 
considered ; however, that was his look-out, nob 
mine. Ue didn’t know who I was then, and be 
doesn’t quite know now, though I believe if I 
threw off my domino and showed him my features 
he would take to his old tricks again in a minute. 
But 1 don’t want to irritate him, because ^ IS 
really a good creature; I would much rather pet 
him than goad him. He can be cruel, but he can 
also be kind, and it is in the latter mood that 
everybody likes him and wants to give him sugar* 
candy. Moreover, as Elephant he is the livmg 
Emblem of 'Wisdom — a sacred being ; and, if one 
is of an Eastern torn of mind, worthy of worifihip^ 
and I never heard of any one yet who 
venture to cast a doubt on his sagacity. He is 
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wonderfully knowing ; his opinion on some things 
is always worth having, and when he picks up 
Kufl hia movements afre graceful and always worth 
watching. Moreover, one never gets tired of look- 
ing at the lovely Fairy who guards and gu^es 
him. We could not spare either of the twain from 
our midst — they form a picture “ full of Colour.*' 
When we view that picture the “ moral sense ** of 
Colour enters into us — we feel twice born and 
twice alive* Bee how graceful is the cortege f how 
quaint and pretty and Oriental ! Through the 
eje-holes of my domino I gaze admiringly upon 
the ^group— it makes a bright reflection on the 
‘‘ tablets of my memory.” Move on, gentle 
Elephant ! Move on ! As slowly as you like, and 
at your own pleasure. Only don’t try to smash ” 
me kny more — it’s useless. I am formed of that 
hard ‘‘^virile” composition of literary ware 
guaranteed unsmashable” — I am neither glass 
"nor porcelain. Have another biscuit? Another 
sugared praise? Well, then, you are 
f puet in disguiso-'a genius, wrapped up and 
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sealed dowu under a hopeless weight of circum* 
stances. 1 know your buried qualities well» and 
had some brave person cut off your head — ue. 
your Self-Esteem (as 1 previously suggested) — 
ye^rs ago, we might have had a Prince, nay, even 
a King, among us. Yet on the whole 1 think you 
are happy in your condition. The dolee far niente 
suits you very well, and the bovine repose of an 
almost Buddhistic meditation entirely agrees with 
your constitution, while as long as life lasts you 
mgy be sure you shall never lack Pins. Pass, 
good Elephant ! I salute you profoundly, and 
with a still more profound reverence I kias the 
hands of the Fairy ! 
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THE STORY OF A SOUTH A ERICAS 
DREAM. 




THE STOUT OP A BOOTH AFRTCAN HEEAM. 


Elephants and Faiiies enggest the ‘‘Arabian 
Nights/* The “ Arabian Nights ** suggest, in 
their turn, the East, and the East suggests — ah ! 
what does the East not suggest ? A. P. Sinnett 
with his eyeglass? a vision of “ Koot-Hoomi ? ** 
pretty Mrs. Besant, once atheist, now theosophist? 
or the marvellous fat (now dematerialised) of the 
marvellous Blavatsky ? More, far more than 
these things! The very idea of the East causes 
me to stand still where 1 am, in a conoier among 
afl the literary folk, and “ dream.’* The mood 
grows upon me; I am in the humour for 
“ dreams/* I feel metaphysical ; don’t listen to 
me ; the fit will pass by and by. Nay, it w passing, 
futid I feel pious instead — very pious ; and 1 shall 
probably get blasphemous directly. From piety to 
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blasphemy is but a step; from the prayer of 
Moses to his professing to see the Deity’s “back 
l^arts ” was but the hair's-breadth of a line in 
Holy Writ. And as I find everything in a very 
bad state, and as I think everybody wants reform- 
ing, I am going to tell a little story. It is a 
beautiful little story, and if yon ask the Athenmm 
about it, it will tell you that it is “ like a picture 
by Watts ; that “ it has had no forerunners in 
literature and probably will have no snccessors.” 
So you must pay great attention \o it, and you 
must think it over for a long time. It requires 
thinking over for a long time, because it is a 
Paiable. Tbe best people, and especially those 
who want to tickle the ears ” of the Pall Mall 
groundlings, are all going to talk and life and 
write in Parables for tbe future. So list^l 

“ There was once a woman in South Africa. 

She saw the sunlight lie across her bed. 

When there is a window and no blind to itj the 
sunlight has a way of. pouring in. 
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Aad of falling in the diroction which in most 
natural to itself. 

^ ^ » • • • 

The sunlight did not move. 

Bo the woman covered her eves. 

And sleep came upon the woman and she 
dreamed. 

* • « » * 

Now in her dream the woman saw a hole. 

It was a round hole, and it was red innide and very 
deep 

And the woman looked down at the hole and 
said — ‘ What hole ia this ? ’ 

And a load voice answered her, saying — 

' That hole is Hell ! ’ 

And. the woman looked np, and, lot there was God 
laughing at her. 

* * • • • 

And the woman looked down again at the hole, 
and saw how red it was and how very deep. 
And she knelt down, with both arms leaning on 
the brink of the hole. 
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And she Raid to God : * I like tliie place.’ 

And God answered : ‘ Ay, dost thon so ? ’ 

And God laughed again. 

And the woman said again : ’ 1 like this place. It 
seems warm.’ 

And God said : ‘ Ay, it t* warm.* 

And the woman said : ‘ I think I will go in 
thither.’ , 

And God said : ‘ Ay, go by all means I ’ 

And the w'oman went. 

• • • * • 

The hole was very wide and red and deep. 

And the woman had plenty of space to slide 
down. 

She slid ; and the hole got wider and redder and 
deeper, but still she slid on. 

And presently she caught a creature by the hair. 
And she said to the creature : 'Who art thou?' 
And the creature answered : ' I am X. Y. Z. 
the Athenanm, Bream’s Buildings, Chaneety 
Lane. 
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And the woman said: *Qood, I like thee. Give 
me thy hand, and we will go together.’ 

And the oreatare went with the woman. 

* • * * * 

The hole grew deeper, and it began to be more hot 
than warm. 

And further on the woman eaw another creatnre 
saying mock prayers. 

And the woman asked : ’ To whom dost thon say 
mock prayers ? ’ ^ 

And the creature said : ‘ To God np there. I 
want him not to laugh at me.’ 

^en the woman said : ‘ Who art thon that God 
should laugh 7 ’ 

And the ereature writhed, and answered ; * I am 
the religious Spirit of the PaU MaU, abiding in 
the street called Northumberland, off Strand ’ 
And the woman said again; 'And doth God 
laugh at thee ?’ 

And the, creature ansWhred: 'Ay, he laugheth 
sore.* 
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And tijo woman said : ‘ Nay, he shall not laugh. 
I will tell him to protect thee. Come with 
nia’ 

And the creature ceased praying mock prayiTs, 

and followed the woman. 

' > * ♦ » * 

And prc58ontly the woman from South Africa grew 
weary. 

She desired to get out of the hole. 

And she called aloud to God : * I wish to leave 
Hell.’ 

. And (ii)d snid : * Leave it then.’ 

And slie left it. 

Outside the sun was shining. 

There was no hole anywhere to be seen. 

And the Tvoman looked up, and io 1 there was 
God laughing at her. 

Then said the woman : ‘ There is no hola^ 

And God gaily answered, * No.’ 

Then the woman asked : * Where is Hell? * 

And God, very much amftised, repHal : * I haven’t 
the least idea I ’ 
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A.nd the womaa smiled right joyously, and said: 
* I have had bad Dreams.* 

And God said ; ‘ You Ijave I * 

* « » • 

The sunlight lay across the bed of the woman 
from South Africa. 

She woke, and thought of the deep red hole she 
had seen. 

And she reflected on her strange rnocding with X. 
Y. Z. of the Athenccuin, and the ‘Religious 
Spirit * of the PaU Mali 

And she also thought what a playful and hilarious 
personage God was. 

Then she remembered she bad had late supper 
the previous evening. 

Which accounted for ‘ Dreams.* 

The sunlight still lies now and then across the 
bed of the woman from South Africa. 

It is a way the sunlight has. 

And God laughs, as well He may.*’ 

Now I hope everybody sees what a ^Hnncbing 
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simplicity ’’ there is, what a child-like familiarity 
witli the Deity pervades the whole of this “ prose 
poem." And yet there is a “ subtlety," a candour, 
a strange melancholy, a curious cynicism, and a 
weirdness of conception and strong pictureaque- 
ness about its every line. It is unique in itself ; 
it wants no explanation, because it says every- 
thing in the fewest words. It has a diction as 
innocent and unadorned as that of an infant's 
first spelling-book. And all the best critics 1 
know want authors to let “brevity be the soul 
of wit," and to tell their stories as concisely as 
possible. If I were a novel-maker and wished 
to please the critics, 1 should write miy “tilirillers” 
in telegram form ; twelve or twenty-four words to 
a chapter. Then I am sure I should get v«ry 
well reviewed. Critics have no time to read any 
*^moughly finished and careful work — they seldom 
can'do more than scan the first page and the last. 
1 know this, being a Critic myself, and 1 &ink it 
is a thousand pities authms should taka' any 
trouble to write a middle part to their wMfftes. 
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An Oileiidorf curtuess of wording is always 
desirable, unlesa, indeed, one happens to be a 
George Meredith, and can manage to get cleverly 
involved in a long sentence which takes time to 
decipher, and when deciphered has literally^ no 
meaning at all. Then of course one is a genius 
at once; but such masterly art is rare. And so 
on the whole I like the ^'allegory'* style best, 
because it is both brief and obscure at the same 
time. It has the surface appearance of simplicity, 
but its depth— ah! it is surprising to what a 
depth you can go in an allegory. You can fall 
down a regular well of thought aud go faet asleep 
at the bottom, and when you wake up yeu wonder 
what it was all about, and you have to begin that 
allegory over again. That is what I call “ read* 
ing” — hard reading — sensible reading. 1 like a 
thiag yon can never make Lead or. tail of — ^the 
hram fattens on snob provender. I am goitig 
to write ont several dozen "Dreams” by and by 
-‘-soDto Of the queer ones 1 have had after a bout 
ekampagne. ba example — and I shall give them 
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gratis to ttie Pall Mall with my fondest blessing. 
If there is “ one bright particular star ** in the 
sphere of journalism I worship more than another 
it is the Pall MaU, and I feel I can never do too 
mi\ph for it And it likes “ dreams ” and little 
innocent religious allegories, because it is so 
good itself, and, like the boy Washington, hae 
** never told a lie.” I have always considered 
that the Pall Mall and the German Kaiser are the 
only two earthly institutions "God” can favour, 
seeing that, according to the lady from South 
Africa, He has taken to " laughing ” at most 
things. It is a pleasant picture, that of God 
laughing-^one, too, not to be found in all the 
Bible. There the Deity has been represented as 
angry, jealous, reproachful, or benignant, but it 
has been left to South African literary skill tb 
show us how He “laughed.” And as the Patl 
Mall thinks it all right that He sAoufd laugh, 
why then we ought to coincide unuaimouBly In 
the Pall Mall’s opinion. Because just imagine 
what London would be without the Pall 
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Can mind ooncciTe a more hideous desert? — a 
more wildly howling desolation ? We should be 
left friendless and all nngnided without our angel 
of reform ; our clean, white-winged, heavenly, 
tmthfnl Apostle of Northumberland Street, who 

• m 

is always able to tell us wliat is ^ood and what 
is bad ; who can inform us all, statesmen, clerics, 
authors, artists, and day-labourers, exactly what 
we ought and what we ought not to do. In the 
erent of another Deluge (and some of the scien- 
tists assure us we shall have it soon) I know oi 
a . way in which some few of us might be savecl; 
that is, some few with whom “ God ** is delighted, 
such as myself and the German Kaiser. We 
diould simply {require to make friends with the 
Pall Mall staff, (several of the members pe ladies, 
and how charming to have their society 1), and 
build an ark out of planks from the Pall Mall 
office floors. We should then paste it all over 
with Pall Mall placards of the latest accounts of 
ihs Flood up to date of sailing, for the fishes to 
i^^read, and then we should get into it ; we who were 

14 
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the elr.cto.d ones (including the Eaifler of coorae), 
and off would go in emiliug safety, secure from 
winds and waves, being the only "just people” 
left on a corrupted earth. And if in the end we 
found another Mount Ararat, and it were left to 

r '* 

the governing body, t.e., the Pall MaU staff and 
the German Kaiser, to begin a new w’orld . . . 0 
ye gods and little fishes ! What a world it would 
be I 
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QUE8T10NKTH OONGRRNING THE SLOUGH OF DKRPOND, 


Standing stiJl too long is rather monotcvnoua work. 
How Socrates could have majui^ed to reiuaiu a 
whole night on his feet in meditation is otio of 
those strange historical circumstances that hiive 
always puzzled me. Now hero have I been only 
,,a few minutes at rest; only dreaming one little 
“ dream ** of how I, together with tho Kaiser and 
the PaU Mall, am going to set to tvork in tho 
general renovation and improvement of mankind, 
and yet 1 am as tired and bored and disponed to 
yawn as any of the gaping people in the crowd 
who have stopped a second to listen to me. Let 
me pass on, good folk ! — will e’en resume my 
indolent, aimless way, for truly there are many 
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tilings tu be seen both wiso and wonderful, which 
oven a etrolling player would not miss. Only 
I will, with everybody’s good leave, avoid that 
blaek and stagnant quagmire of literary matter 
I'liat 'stretches its unseemly length across the social 
arena. ’Tis a veritable mud-trap, a dismal Slough 
of Despond, into which 1 once fell heedlessly," all 
through the force of example. I saw others (some 
of whom 1 respected) making for the Slough, and 
1 followed. When my friends ran to it straight 
and tumbled in, I did likewise, and wallowed in 
the mud viith those who were near and dear to 
me. 1 stayed there heroically till I was nearly 
suffocated, then, unable to bear it any longer,* 
1 made a strong effort and scrambled out, melan- 
choly and depressed, hut — free. Free, and wise 
enough not to be cajoled into those black depths 
again. You see I have not yet shaken off my 
allegorical humour, and I am just now speaking 
allegorically. For the benefit of those who are 
slow to perceive the "subtle” meaning of an 
allegory 1 do nut mind condescending to explain 
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that by the Slough of Despoud I mean the great, 
sticky, woful, hoterogeneouB mass of Magazine 
Literature. What is the use of it? Why is it 
with US? Who wants such productions as the 
tnagazines of England, when the magazines q} 
America can be had? Americans know how to 
make their magazines interesting ; Englishmen do 
not. I beg some one who is well mstriicted in 
those matters to tell me where I can find the 
abnormal beings who derive any real intellectual 
benefit from the ponderous pages of the Nineteenth 
Centwry, for example ? Little Knowles sits in his 
editorial chair even as an angler sits by a stream, 
assiduously fishing for names and nothing more. 
He allows Gladstone to write the purest nonsense 
about “ Dante at Oxford,” simply because he is 
Gladstone. He takes poorly -written articles on 
public questions from lords and dukes simply 
because they are lords and dukes. Genius weighs 
as nothing with him — titles and passing notorieties 
that “ draw ore everything. Then we have the 
ConteTnporary^ the Fortnightly, the New Review^ 
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the Quarterly, all on the same “deadly lively” 
level. The Quarterly still boasts of its bygone 
villainous attack on Keats, for not so very long 
ago it said that it considered that in-“ famous ’’ 
critipism perfectly justifiable. Satisfied with itself 
in this regard, it praises Hall Caine 1 0 gods of 
Olympus ! There is also the venerable Blackwood, 
of whose mild chimney-corner prattle it were cruel 
to take serious observation. And there is Tem^U 
Bar, The Argosy, London Society, Belgravia, and 
hosts of mild imitations of these ; yet taken 
altogether the magazines published in London - 
do not give in their entirety half as much satis- 
faction or well-written information to the readei 
as the American Century magazine, or Harpei't. 
This fact helps to emphasize the general “ behind- 
hand ” tendency of literary things in Great 
Britain, as compared to those same things hi 
America. Even the children’s magazines in the 
“ States ” are interesting, and full of concise, 
simple, pleasantly-worded knowledge, but here^ ii 
yon want pure, undiluted literary drivel, buy 'a 
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ebild’fl magazine. However, it mast be remem* 
bered that Americans generally, young and old, 
like to acquire information ; perhaps they fee^ 
they do not yet know everything. The English, 
on the contrary, have a rooted aversion to 
instructed, inasmuch as every tnjo-boru Britisher 
considers himself about equal to the Deity in 
onmisoienca 

Most of ns, I suppose, have heard of Charles 

ft 

Dickens and his immortal novels, the most wholo- 
Bome, humane, sympathetic, and hoart-invigoiatnig 
books that ever, by happy fortune, wore given to 
the public. And I daresay we remember in 
** Little Dorrit** the lively young man connected 
with the Circumlocution Office,’* who very 
str^uously objected to the existence of people 
who wanted to know, you know.” Now 1 am 
one of those people. I want to know, you know, 
why we should have about us all those little 
marshy literary mud-pools which make up the 
British magazine Slough of Despond. I want 
those earionsly • minded beings who read (and 
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bay) the magazincB, and follow all the dreadful 
“ Berials ” therein, to “ stand forth and deliver.” 
I want to know, you know, how they manage to 
doit? Whether they feel good after it? Whether 
dhey, ever read anything else ? And what opinions 
they hare formed on literature by this means ? 
Whether they accept the verse in Temple Bar, for 
example, as actual poetry ? Or the short stories 
and articles as Bam]iles of good terse English 
style ? Whether they find their brains developing 
under the fine humour of Belyravia ? Whether 
their intellectual faculties are roused by a study 
of The Strand Magazine (which began well, but is 
now as monotonous as the rest) or The EngUsh 
lUmtrated ? 1 want to know, you know. Who 
laugheth at The Idler* Who rcjoiceth in Mac- 
millan'ef And who on God’s good earth can 
stand The Novel Renew* What happy saints 
peruse The Leisure Hour ! — what angels sit down 
to con the pages of Cassell's Family Magazine f 
Who bothereth himself mih The Bookman f Who 
eoucoiveth it agreeable to read Longman’s or Tits 
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Oentleman'B Magazine ^ There must be people 
who do these things; and, certainly, by a wild 
stretch of imagination, I can picture a fat mamma 
glancing casually at Belgravia, the while she 
watches her eldest ghrs flirtation witli, a 
''moneyed” suitor out of the corner of her eye; 
I can also deem it possible that a paunchy pater- 
familias might cut the -pages of Temple Bar and 
hand it in as a delicate attention to his children’s 
governess in the schoolroom. But further than 
this I cannot go. It may bo that the magazines 
exist for the domestic circle only — the English 
domestic circle, of course. For other countries' 
domestic circles they would not serve. I think all 
those interesting females who are undcirstood to 
be "good mothers,” ladies with high maternal 
foreheads and small chins, very likely read the 
magazines. They do not want to study, they do 
not want to learn, they never require to read 
anything but the tamest stuff, just to pass away 
an hpur between lunch and afternoon-tea. These 
are the only individuals I can connect with 
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magazine literature. But, of course, I may be 
wrong. There may be intellectual persons who 
accept the varied utterances of the Nineteenth 
Century and FortuUjhtly as gospel. I can under- 
stapd any one liking the Ilednv of lieviewa. That 
serves a purpose, and is admirably done. Apart 
from its adoration of the Pall Mall Gazette, it is 
really an excellently managed concern. That 
and the Cental ii sullice me — the American Century 
1 mean, not the Nineteenth Century, which will 
hardly enter the Twentieth. Quite recently, 
one Edward Belille severely slated the American 
press and American literature generally, with 
the hysterical passion of those lady-writers who, 
to use reviewer’s parlance, “ let down their back 
hair and scream.” Bather unkind of Edward, 
considering that rumour asserts him to be 
American himselL A man should stick up for his 
own country or get re-nationalised. Does Delitle 
hud English magazine literature superior to that 
of America? If he does, he deserves his late! 
Let him wallow, as T did, in the Slougb^f 
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Despond, till he growcth weary, and when he 
crieth, *' Help ! release me ! ” lot no one answer. 
For the Slough is the ruin of all originally-minded 
men; and any novelist who writes magazine serials 
is simply committing literary suicide. His name 
grows stale to the public ear, his stories lose 
point, his stylo lacks proper warmth, and his very 
thoughts grow crippled. In a work of true art 
the creator should be free as air and answerable 
to none, not even to that Olympian god, a maga- 
sine editor. 

Hut because I now avoid the Slough of Despond 
1 do not want others to avoid it. On the contrary, 
I loye to see a certain class of folk stuck in the 
mad. 1 feel they could not be in a better plight, 
and I ejyoy the spectacle. Moreover, ■“ by their 
magazines ye shall know them.” Their conversa- 
tion, their ideas, their opinions, all are taken out 
of the magazines. This is beautiful and edifying. 
The lady who talks Temj)le Bar has naturally a 
ealmer view of life than the gentleman who talks 
Sin^enlk Century. The sweet thing who mur- 
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murs Chambers's Journal is not so worldly-wise as 
her friend who utters New Review, The man at 
the club who converses Quarterly may or may not 
agree with him who pronounceth Contemporary, 
And so on. It is like the Baths of Leak, where 

1 . 

every mud-bather has, if be likes, his own private 
floating-table, with writing materials and cup of 
coffee. But the mud is everywhere all the same, 
and every man is stuck in it like a sort of civilised 
tadpole. And what is always a mystery to me is 
how BO many magazines manage to “ pay.” For 
of course they must pay, or else they would not be 
kept going. However, there are various such 
social mysteries, which not even the most astute 
porson can fathom. And 1 am not astute. I 
simply “notice” things. As for attempting to 
take any sort of correct measure of the fancies 
and “ fads ” of the British Public, that is im- 
possible. Such humours are more “ occult ” than 
theosophy itself. Frenchmen cannot understand 
“Madame Grundee.” Neither can L She is 
always an incomprehensible old lady at the bert of 
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times, bat when she takes to reading all tho maga- 
vines and liking the literature therein contained, she 
beeomes a spectacled Sphinx, the riddle of whoso 
social existence is not worth tho solving. And in 
its bovine tolerance of such an excess of stupid 
ephemeral literary matter Great Britain proves for 
the millionth time how im-literary and inartistic it 
is as a nation. But I am not going to bo angry 
about it. I always laugh at these things. They 
do not affect me personally, as I am out of them. 
And I must never forgot that I have reason to be 
grateful to at least one magazine out of the mass 
— 'Fhe Fortnightly. It was lent to me by a friend 
as a cure for insomnia. It succeeded perfectly. 
Three pages of a long political article sufliccd ; a 
gentle drowsiness stole over me, a misty vague- 
ness possessed my brain, and I, who had been 
restless for many nights, now under the somnolent 
spell of excellent Frank Ilarris, slept the sleep of 
the just. Others have derived the same benefit by 
the same means, so I am told, wherefore Harris is 
a benefactor to his kind. His magazine is the one 
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little oasis in the Slongh where tired folks may 
find rest, if not refreshment^ and people who want 
a peaceful nap should go there straight As for 
me, I am out of the Slough altogether — I merely 
stand near the brink and look on. And my oh- 
servations are addressed to nobody. I soliloquise 
for my own pleasure, like ITamlet, and, with that 
psychological Dane, may assure everybody who is 
concerned about me that “ I am only mad nor* 
nor-east ; when the wind blows southerly I know a 
hawk from a heron-shaw.” 
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XIIL 

DBSORIBETU THE PIOUS PUBLISHER. 

Tub pious publisher is a man who always saya 
God bless you ! to the author he is cheating. 

** God bless you ! ” is easily said, sounds well, and 

• 

costs nothing, all of which is important. The 
more profit ’* the pious publisher can make out 
of the individual ho blesses, the more fervent is his 
benediction. Now, it is not pleasant to have to 
mistrust a blessing, and yet, out of the vague 
interest I have always taken in all human imps bom 
ink-pot, I would advise them not to bow 
with too much childlike humility and confidence to 
the blessing of the pious publisher. If it is a par- 
ti^n^ly earnest and friendly benediction, — well! 
it might be advisable to see bow 'royalties" are 


9U 
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gfiUin?: on. The pious publi.sher does not bless 
you for nothing, depend upon it. You are not his 
relative ; he has no cause to love you or ask the 
Almighty to look after you, unless he is making a 
“ good thing ” out of you, in which case he is 
grateful, after a peculiar manner of his own. 
Perhaps he feels lie can order a few dozen extra 
old brands of port ; perhaps, too, he will find it 
possible to have a certain improvement carried out 
in his dwelling which he has long meditated, all 
through you — you, a successful author whose 
books have had an extra large sale unknown to 
yourself. And, naturally, he looks at you with a 
moist and kindly eye ; his heart swells paternally, 
and the blessing rises to his lips almost involun* 
tarily. lie surveys with gentle complacency the 
modest arrangements of your house — the tact by 
which worn-out furniture is concealed by “ art ” 
antimacassars, the efforts to ‘'make both ends 
meet” which are proudly visible in every room, 
and he grows blander and blander. He admires 
the “ art ” coverings — be admires the furniture-^ 
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he admires everything. He does not mind lunch- 
ing iivith you — oh, not at all. And while at 
luncheon he advises you, patronisingly, sagely, as 
to how you should write your next book. You 
have your own ideas — yes, yes, that is right, ^tliat 
is very good ! it is proper for you to have your 
own ideas, but it is also advisable for you to bring 
those ideas into keeping with the ordinary public 
taste. Ordinary, mark you ! not oxtriiordhuiry. 
There are certain subjects you should try to avoid, 
as being unpleasing to the mind of the rospociahle 
middle classes. For example, now notions with 
regard to religion are dangerous ! yes, yes, 
dangerous and doubtful too — doubtful as regards 
a ** sale.” Then, bigamy is not a pbiasant subject. 
It would cause eruptions to break out on the cliook 
of the Young Person, and it would not Keciire any 
chance as a gift-book.” Then, a murder is a 
painful thing ! — exceedingly ])ainfal — you must 
leave out murder. And, for Heaven’s sake, do 
not enter into any question of suicide — it is a 
morbid taste, and a book dealing with it in anv 
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powerful or striking manner would be quite 
tabooed from the middle-clafis family circle, espe- 
cially in the provinces. A forgery might be 
introduced, if the forgor turned ont to be a manly 
hero^ in the end and properly repentant — and a 
little (the pious puhlislicr would say “a leetle”) 
illicit love would not be objectionable — in fact, it 
might be made highly saleable if a curate and a 
housemaid w'ere the guilty parties, and there were 
a child born who tamed out to be the heir to five 
millions, and the erring curate set things right 
in the usual thirty-ono-and-sixpenny way. But 
nothing should be drawn too strong; you under- 
stand ? no luscious colouring of any sort — keep the 
imagination well in check — tint the canvas grey — 
and make the book one that will be bought by 
stont, mornl-mindcd parents, for slim, no-minded 
young women, and it is sure oi a sale — sure! 
And thus the pious publisher pleasantly adviseth,. 
the while the heart of the listening author ginks 
lower and lower, and his soul sickens, gliding fitt 
the strong, broad eagle freedom of fiight, whidi 
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irbtle he 'works for a pious publisher never will be 
his. 

It is a curious fact, but the pious publisher 
apparently possesses a very naive, innocent, and 
nndedled nature. He does not know the world at 
all, or if he does, he has no idea of its wickedness. 
When he is told of some dreadful social scandal be 
does not believe it— dear, dear no ! he cannot 
believe it. He is a round, paunchy man, is the 
pious publisher, bald-headed, clean-shaven, with 
an eminently respectable expression of counten- 
ance, and an ostentatious assertion of honesty in 
the veo'y set of his clothes. He has a soft voice 
and a conciliating smile, and he gets on best with 
women authors. He tells them first how well they 
ore looking — his next step is to call them my 
dear." They are frequently much touched by this, 
and in the yielding softness of their hearts, forget 
to nail him down to “ terms." Even the fiercest, 
O^est blue-stocking that ever lived is con* 
seionS dt a nervous quiver through the iron fibres 
of her sonl, when the &t, nnotnous, kindly, pious 
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pablisher, Dtiawed b; her Btem features, says “ My 
dear.’* There is a delicate something in his tone 
which pleaeantly persuades her that, after all, it is 
possible she may be good-looking. Unconsciously 
she relaxes in severity, and he drives his bargain 

c 

home with such sweet firmness as to entirely 
succeed in having his own way — a way which, 
whether it lead to advantage or loss, she, poor 
“blue,” is generally too weak to dispute. “My 
dear ” is a phrase that will not work on the minds 
of men authors of course, so the pious publisher, 
when he has to do with the “ virile " sex, substi- 
tutes “ My boy ! " and accompanies this epithet 
with a hearty, encouraging clap on the shoulder. 
When the author in question is too old and frail 
(as well as too reduced to misery by the machina- 
tions of pious publishers) to be impressed by this 
jovial “ My boy ! ” the pious publisher is not at a 
loss. No ! He then says “ My dear fellow," 
in gentle, serious, sympathetic accents. This 
frequently produces a good effect. It is indeed 
remarkable what an impression these meaningless* 
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apparently kindly, short phrases have on the 
weary minds of authors when uttered by the pious 
publisher. It is ridiculous in a way, but pitiful 
too. No consciousness of intellectual supremacy 
will ever eradicate from the human heart the 
craving for human sympathy, and the biggest 
author that over wielded potent pen has no proof- 
armour against the simple magic of a kindly word. 
And tired out with long thinking and labour, it 
may be that sometimes the pious publisher’s 
** dear fellow ” hits a sensitive little place in the 
author’s complex mechanism, somewhere about 
where the tears are (if any author is permitted to 
have tears), and ho becomes dimly soothed by the 
simple phrase, so soothed as to actually fancy be 
has found — a friend ! And in the litlle “ arrange- 
ment” made for his work the {nous publisher 
scores again— heavily, as usual. 

Needless to say the pious publisher is an ex- 
ceedingly shrewd business man. His piety dis- 
tinctly “ pays.” His " God bless you ! ” has 
saved him many an extra twenty or fifty pounds ; 
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his “ my dear ” and “ dear fellow ’* have helped lo 
make suspicious novelists accept without a mur- 
mur his statements of their royalties. He knows 
all this perfectly well. He reads all the poor, 
pitiful, yet beautiful human weakness of men and 
women thoroughly, and makes his capital out of 
it while he can. God, we arc told, compassionates 
human weakness ; the pious publisher lives by it. 
He uses the sad little vanities of the would-be 
“ genius ’’ as so many channels of speculation. 

He has an agreeable way of reminding the very 

« 

small writer of the gloriously self-denying manner 
in which the very great writers managed to exist 
— those writers of old historic time who served Art 
for Art’s sake, and were content to live upon a 
crust of bread for the sake of future glory. That 
noble Crust ! The pious publisher wishes all 
authors would live upon it. “ My dear boy,” he 
says, “ it is the modern thirst of gold that kills 
Art. Now you are a true ‘artist.’" (Here pro- 
bably the small writer thus addressed jcumot 
restrain a nervous wriggle of satisftkction.) Yaa, 
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.yes ! a true artist ! 1 can see that at a glance. 
To you money weighs as nothing compared with 
high ambition and attainment.” (The small 
writer is perhaps not quite sure alioiit this, still 
he is unable to look stern, so he smiles feebly.) 
“To grind out literature for the more sake of 
accumulating cash would be distasteful to a man 
of your lofty spirit. You wore made for better 
things. The notorieties of tlio day who allow 
themselves to bo paragraplied arid ' boomed ’ and 
all the rest of it, and command for tlie momont 
large sales, are really mere ephemera. Now', my 
dear boy, let me advise you not to luim[)cr your 
evident genius by ovor-anxi('ty about money. Do 
your work, the great work that is in you to do ; 
and if the rewards come slowly, never mind ! in 
your old age you will look back to these days of 
effort as the sweetest of your life ! Yes ! ” and the 
pious publisher’s eyes moisten at his own elo* 
gusuce, “ in the sunset of your career, when you 
have made^gu assured name, and, let us hope, an 
assured fmrtuue also, you will remember this time 
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of grand struggle and endeavour! God bless 
you ! ’’ 

The benediction is here uttered abmptly, as if 
the pious publisher couldn’t help it. It bursts 
from bis manly bosom like a bomb-shell. His 
pent-up emotion finds vent in it ; bis swelling 
liberality of disposition is relieved by it. Mean- 
while, the small author sits silent, curiously 
disconcerted, and uncomfortably conscious that 
bis face wears a somewhat foolish expression. 
He doesn’t want to look foolish, but he knows 

C 

he dooa He is aware that the pious publisher has 
flattered him, but somehow he does not like to 
admit that the flattery is more than kindly and 
judicious praise. But, all the same, he ponders in 
a dismal sort of way on those phrases “ in your old 
age ” and “ the sunset of your career.” What ! Is 
he, then, not to experience any of the joys or 
luxuries of life till, he is such a doddering old idiot 
as to be only fit to jabber *' reminiscences ” ? Is 
he to have no rest or physical comfort jn existence 
till bis strength fails and his mental faculties 
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decay? Is his fortune only to be “ assured *’ at a 
time when his chief needs are a bod, an armchair, 
and a basin of gruel or “infant’s food”? The 
pious publisher implies as much. It is strange, 
and perhaps wickedly ungrateful of the poor small 
author, but he does not care about the “sunset” 
prospect in the least. He would rather be happy 
and well fed while it is full day. And for the life 
of him he cannot help thinking how very excel- 
lently the pious publisher himself is housed. 
Pictures, books, statuary, liorses — oven a yaclit — 
all these things have come to the pious publisher 
long before ” sunset,” And yet what can he, the 
poor small author, do? Nothing. Ho must con- 
sider himself lucky if he gets his work accepted on 
any terms. He can’t afford to be bis own pub- 
lisher (not because of the expenses incurred in 
actually printing and binding, for these are slight), 
bat because be would be considered an intruder 
and would have all the “ publishers’ rings ” against 
him ; and not only the publishers’ rings, but the 
€iroulating Library Bing and the Bookstall Bing ; 
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for England is a ** free ** conntry, and as a first 
consequence of its glorious liberty, every one that 
does honest work and seeks honest pay for the 
same, is the veriest slave that ever wore chaiQS 
and manacles. 

There are many publishers, of course, who are 
not pious, and these are generally among the most 
honest of their class. They do not pretend to be 
anything but tradesmen, with an eye to business, 
and no taste whatever for literature as literature. 
They would as soon be cheesemongers if the book* 
trade failed. They affect nothing ; they are 
brusque, commonplace men, and they often play 
a losing game by their lack of proper urbanity. 
The pious publisher never loses a farthing. He 
is always lining and re-lining his nest. He issues 
a larger number of works by women than by mra, 
for the reason that women are more unbu^esi^ 
like than their lords, and more easily pmrsuaded 
to accept starvation prices. It may be said, and 
rightly, that women’s work is not frequently wortil 
much, but there are, at the oresent^time, two Of* 
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'three women in literature whose success is indu* 

bitable and whose names alone are of market 

vidae. These are they whom the pious publisher 

loyes to secure. The more gifted they are, the 

more unpractical ; the more engrossed in imagina- 

> 

tive conception, the more unconscious of treachery. 
They perhaps feel the pious publisher is even as a 
lather to them. He is invariably kind and cour- 
teous, and is always aWe to “ explain " troublesome 
things with the involved eloquence of a Gladstone. 
Indeed, it can never be said that either to man or 
woman at any time has the pious publisher been 
dictatorial or unfriendly. He is too bland, too 
conscious of rectitude, too innocent of the world’s 
evil to be capable of anything but the truest 
Christian behaviour. If a long-suffering author 
were to quarrel with him, he would only mildly 
•‘regret the rupture of friendly terms,” while 
quietly letting all his particular ‘'ring” know of 
the “ rapture,” and warning them against having 
to do with the quarrelsome author in question; 
for the pious publisher has no scruple in ”boy- 
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cotting ** an author who deserts him for a rivaf 
house. He can do so if he likes, and lie frequently 
does like. Did you not know this before, 0 ye 
unworldly, simple-minded Pensters ? Then know 
it now on the faith of a wandering truth-teller, and 
beware of getting twisted in the pious publisher’s 
silken coils. Stand firm without yielding under 
his friendly slionlder-blow ; turn his terms of 
endearment into terms of ready cash, and if you 
succeed in making a good bargain you may be sure 
he will not say, ** God bless you ! ” He will pro- 
bably sigh and tell you he is a poor man. This is 
a promising sign for you, and you can bless him 
if you like. But, unless you are willing to be 
^‘doue,” never under any circumstances allow him 
to bless yov. Most casual benedictions are of 
doubtful value, but the blessing of the pious 
publisher is, financially speaking, an author’s 
damnation. Beware it therefore ; go on unblessed, 
and prosper I 
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or CKHTAIN GREAT PORTS. 

Stop, stop, my dear Lord Tennyson ! Whither 
away so fast? Why tnm your back churlishly 
upon me? — ^why spoil difpiity by hastening ycyir 
steps ? — why hide that venerable and honoured 
head in a hermit’s cowl of distrust for all 
human kind ? I am not the “ ubiquitous inter* 
viewer ” ; I do not want a lock of your hair or 
yoiB' autograph, for the autograph I have in your 
own letters, and certainly you cannot spare any 
hair just now. Fear me not, then, 0 great but 
emsty Poet; my silver domino conceals the features 
of a friend; 1 will do no more than render you 
distant but most absolute homage. I would 00!^ 

pry into your garden solitudes at Haslemere — no, 

# 227 
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not for the ^ World,' I would not force my way 
into your little kingdom at Freshwater for anything 
an entorprising editor might offer me; for I love 
you as all England loves yon, and the utmost I 
can* wish is that you would be friends with both 
mo and England. What ha\(; we done to you, my 
dear Lord — peer of the realm and Peer of Poets — 
that you should disdain us, every one, and take so 
much precaution to avoid our company ? Have we 
not, as it wore, fallen at your feet in worship ? — 
n^irked you out in our hearts and histories as the 
greatest poet of the Victorian Era, and taken pride 
in the splendour of your fame ? Despise us not, 
noble Singer of sweet idylls, for remember we have 
never despised you. In our troubles and losses 
we have dropped soft tears over “ In Memoriam ; 
in our loves and hopes we have wandered among 
the woods and fields, singing in thought the songs 
of Maud and “ The Princess ; in our dreamy 
moods we have pored over “ The Lotus-Eaters,” 
^ The Palace of Art,” TithonuB,” or ** ^none ” ; 
^in our passionate moments we have felt all the 
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acorn and burning sorrow pent up in “Locksley 
HaJL** You are the divine melodist who has Bet 
our deep-hidden English romance and sentiment 
to most tenderly expressed music ; we are grateful, 
and we have shown our gratitude. We have given 
you such fond hearing as few poeta ever win ; we 
have lodged you in fair domains, and guarded you 
as a precious j(3\\ el of the realm. What can we do 
more to satisfy you? Is there any grander guerdon 
for a poet*6 labour than the whole English-speaking 
people’s honour ? And that you Ijave ; and yet ;^ou 
manifest a soured discontent that sadly niislits 
your calling. What is it all about ? You do not 
want to be looked at — “ stared at ” is your own 
way of expressing it — you do not wish to be spoken 
to — you desire to ignore those who most reverence 
you, and you treat with ill-mannered, touch- 
me-not” disdain the very people whose faithful 
admiration gives you all the good things of this 
life which you enjoy. Oh, petulant Poet-peer ! 
Do no memories of the great dead bards (greater 
in genius than yourself, but less fortunate in thei| 
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reward) Bometimes flit like ghosts across the 
horizon of your dreams ? Of Chatterton, self-slaui 
through biting poverty ; of Keats, dying before he 
reached his prime, while on the very verge of the 
promised land of Fame ; of Byron, self-exiled, his 
spleudid muse embittered by private woes; of 
Shelley, piteously drowned before he had time to 
measure his own vast intellectual forces? — while 
you, my good Lord, fostered by a nation’s love 
and recognition, have experienced no such cutting 
cruelties at the hand of destiny. Perhaps, indeed, 
you have boon too fortunate, and continuous pros- 
perity has made you careless and over-casily 
satisfied with the lightest trifle of verse that 
suggests itself to your fancy. Bat if yoa are 
careless, you need not be crusty. The British 
Public has been likened uuto an Ass by many, 
but to my thinking it is more like a dog— ‘an 
honest, good-natured dog who never bites except 
under the severest and most repeated pievoeatitaii 
As a dog it has fawned at yoor footstoor, looked op 
in your eyes affectionately and wagged its tail 
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'perBistentlj' — have you no other roepunuu to buch 
fidelity save a kick or a blow? Oh, fie on buch 
ill-hamour — such aooalled-for cantankerousncHS ! 
Why should you seek to he “ protected ” from 
those who would fain do you honour ? We should 
all like to see you sometimes, in society, at theatre 
Mr opera, at flower-show and Imnnless festival ; we 
should like to say to one another on beholding you, 
" There is our Laureate — our grand old Tennyson, 
one of the glories of England ! ” We should not 
barm you by our affection. We have no design 
upon your life, save to pray that it may bo guarcled 
and prolonged. Believe me, it would be far more 
natural, and, let me add, more Christian (for I 
knew by your noble lines “ Across the Bar ” that 
you have not smirched your white flag of song 
with the ugly blot of atheism) if you could per- 
suade the world to understand that a journey or a 
sea-voyage in the company of England’s Laureate, 
w^ra it nbseible to devise sueb an out-of-the-way 
form of pmasure, would be one of the must cheery, 
prosperous, and ideal trips ever made ; that the 
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heart of the great poet-thinker was so expansiva 
and warm, that even the tiny, toddling children 
adored him ; that his sympathy was so vast that 
the poorest and most unhappy scribbler alive was 
sure to have a gonial word from the “singing lips 
that 8[)oak no guile ” — in brief, that every soul on 
board the good ship sailing sunwards, must needs 
be better, happier, wiser, and more full of the milk 
of human kindness for those few days passed in 
the near presence of the golden-voiced Minstrel of 
the legendcd Arthur’s court. Why, good my Lord 
Alfred, should you, of all people in the world, 
preach and not practise? You, whose majestic 
figure seems already receding from us through the 
opening portals of the Unknown — why should you 
not stretch out hands of benediction on us ere you 
go? You are leaving us for other lands, dear Poet, 
and wo all stand gazing after you sorrowfully, 
waving “ farewell ! “ while the fond and foolish 
women we love, waft you kisses amid their tears; 
praise and thanks and blessings to the last frons^ 
us, my Lord — and will you give us nothing better 
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at parting than a frown ? Of a truth there are 
countless worlds in the universe beside this one; 
only we cannot follow you where you are going, and 
80 we know not whether you may find a kingdom 
in the stars better than SliakeBpeiiro’s England. 
But whatsoever is deemed the highest reward 
among high Immortals, that reward we desire 
may be yours ; for all the happiness which pure 
thoughts, sweet music, and tender song can give, 
you have given to the little country you are soon 
to see the last of. The end is not yet indeed, but 
it is nigh. 

It is not the people, my Lord, the people on 
whom you have bestowed the life-long fruits of 
your genius, who are to blame for the grossly 
ill-judged and indelicate speculatigns that have 
lately been rife as to who shall occui)y your throne 
and wear your crown, when you shall have resigned 
both for larger labours.. It is the Press, with 
which the people have really nothing to do. And 
as to the Laureateship, I, like every one else, have 
my ideas, not of putting in a claim for the post. 
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(though I could, at a push, write blank verso, quite 
as prettily and inanely as Lewis Morris), but of 
making it of wider application. After yourself 1 
consider that no one should be permitted to hold 
it as you have dono for an entire lifetime. It 
should be given to the deserving bard for five or 
seven years, no longer ; and at each expiration of 
the appointed period there should be a brisk corn* 
petition for the right of succession. Bach an 
arrangement would give a great impetus to lite- 
rature generally, and the recurring competitions 
would waken up society to a sense of artistic feeling 
and excitement. Moreover,* to keep pace with the 
demands of the time, when the people are supposed 
to be worthy of having a voice in everything, the 
election of England’s Laureate should be voted for 
by England's Public, and not left to the decision of 
a Clique. Cliquism would put an end to all possi- 
bility of fair play or justice, as it always does. To 
keep this public judgment up to a certain intel- 
lectual standard, every householder paying rent and 
taxes amounting together to not less than £200 peir 
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anniun, should have a vote ; aud, because women 
are frequently the best readers and judges ol 
poetry, one woman in every such household should 
also be entitled to a vote. The result of the plan 
would be that by degrees society would become 
interested in Poetry, which by tradition and heri- 
tage is distinctly the first of the Pine Arts— and 
would take pains to understand it, by which piece 
of additional education nothing would be lost to 
civilisation, but rather much might be gained in 
gentleness, quick perception, and fine feeling. It 
would be a safer and more respectable line of study 
at any rate than turf speculations. But, like all 
good ideas, it will, I suppose, have no chance of 
acceptance, in which case, rather than see inferior 
men, like Morris or Edwin Arnold, in the position 
which you, my Lord, have so greatly dignified, 1 
would say with others whom 1 know, ” Abolish 
the post, and let -Tennyson be our last Laureate." 
For^there is no one fitted to occupy it after you, 
nnlefls it be some singer unknown to the Log 
rolling community. Therefore, it would be best 
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for Eii^Hiind, in losing you, to also lose the .very 
name of Laureate, save as a noble and unsullied 
uieinory. 

You see how truly my devotion turns towards 
you, my dear Lord, though you will have none of 
it, nor of any such “outside vulgar'* sympathy. A 
recent letter of yours to me contains the following 
sentence : “ I Hometimes wink I had nevt^r written a 
line.'' Alas, good Nestor among modern hards, 
has Fame brought no happier end than this ? No 
more than spleen and peevishness ? Suppose, for 
sake of argument, this curious wish of yours had 
been granted, and you had never “ written a line." 
Well? What of the glory of renown? — what of 
the peerage which descends, a poet’s mantle, on 
your heirs? what of the creature comforts of 
Haslemere and Freshwater? — what of the good 
honest cash that is paid for every airy rhyme that 
is blown from your imagination as lightly as the 
winged pine-seed from its cone? If you had 
** never written a line" would you have gained 
anything ? Nay, surely you would have lost much. 
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^Therefore, why carp and cavil in the radiant face 
of Fortune, tlie Riniling goddess who has never 
deserted you since the publication of your first 
volume ? Cbeerly, cheerly, good heart ! Lift up 
your head and look frank kindnoHs on the world ! 
It is not a bad world after all, and whatever its 
faults, it loves you. Lot it see you at your best 
and friendliest before you say “ Good-bye ! ” 

When I was very youthful and imaginative, I used 
to believe implicitly in that old fairy legend (known 
to Shakespeare as well as myself) which declares 
that toads ^'ugly and venomous” have precious 
jewels in their heads. And I had a special parti- 
ality for toads in consequence. I nnad to assist 
them respectfully with a slick when they came 
panting out under the leaves in hot weather in 
search of water, and guide them gently towards 
the object of their desires. Wuen a toad stared at 
me fixedly with his peculiarly bright eyes, I felt 
vaguely flattered. I had an idea that perhaps he 
might be intellectually capable of making a will 
and leaving me his brain-jewel. Needless to say I 
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waB disappointod ; no toad ever fulfilled the hopes 
I had of him. But since those green and happy . 
days I have gained an insight into the hidden 
meaning of the fdble — which is, of conrse, that 
unfascinating and personally disappointing indi* 
viduals may possess the greatest intellectnu 
powers. Now there is one man who is distinctly 
inimical to mo, personally speaking, and yet 1 am 
fain to do his “ brain-jewel ” justice. I allode to ^ 
Algernon Charles Swinburne, whom, to meet on 
his way to and from “ The Pines,” Putney, served 
as a revelation. The first impression one gets is 
of a small man with large feet, walking as if for a 
wager, arms swinging hither and thither, and 
fingers briskly playing imaginary tunes in the air 
as he goes. Then, as the eccentric sha^e comes 
nearer, one is aware of a stubbly beard, and peeping 
eyes expressive of mingled distrust and avermon ; 
a hideous hat is clapped down over the broad brow, 
which hai when lifted displays a bald expanse iA 
skull bearing no sort of resemblance whai^^er 
the counterfeit presentments <il ApoUo, and yet. 
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uoongrQouB tbongh it seem, tbis little, nervons, 
impatient, qneruloas being is no other than the 
author of the “ Triumph of Time,” one of the 
finest poems in the Englieh language ; and these 
twiddling restless fingers penned the majestic, 
bnming, beautiful “Tristram of Lyonesse,” a book 
which, like an imperial jewel-casket, is literally 
piled with gems. To look at the man and to think 
of his poems at the same time is enough to make 
one ga)i^ for breath. It appears quite impossible 
to realise that this solitary bipod trotting full 

if^ ) 

speed to Wimbledon should have written such 
lines as these : — 

I shall never be friends again with roses, 

1 shall loathe sweet tunes, where a note grown 
strong 

Bdents and recoils, and climbs and closes, 

A* a wave of the sea tu/med back by song,” 

*.vX)se^ean, however, easily believe that be wrote 
ol hitneelf in the fo%wing passage : — 
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** But irho now on earth need rare hoiv I live f 
Have the hi|rli gods anything left to give 
Save (lust and Iniin and gold and sand ? 

Wliicli gilts are goodly; but I will none,** 

Swinburne, like Tenn\«on, manifests a great 
abhorrence for (ho society of his fellow-creatures, 
but his shrinking clniih.shness is more accountable 
to the iftorld thau tlisit of the elder bard. Twny* 
son’s muse is pure, refined, and ever pers""'"*”'' 
good : while at times Swinburne seems possessed 
61 a very devil of lowdncss and atheism ; and lev?d- 
ness and atheism are not y('t openly accepted ft$ 
desirable parts of a lib<>rnl education. Of his 
former rank and rampant republioftfiistn nothing 
need be said ; the polities of a poet are 
most absurd and shifty part of him. Ahd iho^l 
lewdness of the pen is beginning to be 
tolerated than once it was, thanks t» the impof-, 
tation of such foreign trash os the "Ereutllpl^ 
Sonata " and other publications of a like hr8d-i^> 
easy pruriency, the love of mora} filth is not 
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ozuTerdal* We are dabbling in mire, but we do 
not wiUibgly wallow in it — at least, not at present. 

l^Lone&t British guffaw of laughter that greets 
erasy old Ibsen’s contemptible delineations of 
women, has a jovial wholesome music in it vvhich 
the caterwauling of cliques cannot silence. And 
. there is a strong under 'Current of feeling in the 
J^ples of nearly all countries, that whatever 
prose-writers may choose to do by way of de- 
grading themselves and their profossion, poets 

should draw the line 8ome^^ here. Poor paralytic old 

• 

Mrs. Grundy still pretends, in the most ridiculously 
senile way, to be quite shocked at the idea of 
reading ^'^Bqn Juan,” when, as a matter of fact, 
shs has p# on strong spectacles over her blear 
^ in order to gloat upon far \\or8e literary pro- 
fender. There is not a line that Byron over 
wrote approaching to Ihe revolting indecency of 
Bwinburne's Faustinc ’* — a most disgusting set 

bad verses, let me tell Algernou, with mj 
jEnmkest oomplimuuts. The only excuse that can 
offered for siioh a sickening affront to the very 
17 
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name of poetry, is that the writer must have been 
suffering at the time he wrote it from a sort of 
moral disease. 

Prom moral disease no moral health can come — 
aud ill spite of Swinburne’s unquestioned and 
unquestionable genius, I believe his fame will 
perish as utterly and hopelessly as a brilliant 
torch plunged suddenly in the sea. There is no 
stamiiiii in him — nothing to hold or to keep in all 
this meteor-like shower of words upon words, 
thoughts upon thoughts, similes upon similes; 
there lacks steadiness in the music ; none of the 
vast eternal underthrobbings of nature give truth 
or grandeur to the strain. It is the harsh raving 
and shrill chanting of a man in fever and delirium; 
not the rich pulsing rhythm of a singer in noble 
accord with life, love, and labour. *' 

One of the most unpleasant charatitenstica of 
Swinburne’s muse is the idea conveyed ther^'of 
the sex feminine. Women are no bettor (aii4 
rather worse) than wild animals according to thili’ 
poet’s standard ; or . no^ animals, passive 
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creatures, to be “bitten” and “sucked” and 
“ pressed ” and “ crushed ” as though they wore a 
peculiar species of grape for man’s special eating. 
Their hair is “ woven and unwoven” recklessly till 
one feels it must surely be plucked out by the 
roots; their “flanks” are supposed to “shine,” 
their “eyelids” are “as sweet savour issuing;” 
and the following vaguely comic lines occur in 
“ Anactoria ” : — 


“ Ah, ah, thy beauty ! like a beaut it hites^ 

Btings like an adder, like an arrow smites. 

Ah, sweet, and sweet again, and seven times sweet 
The puces and the pauses of thy feet ! ” 

Mora preposterously insane nonsense than this 
it would be dihicult to find on any printed page 
extant , 

will be chiefly on account of his utterly false 
coEfoeption of life and the higher emotions of the 
human heart, that Swinburne will not leave the 
great name he miglit have left ha^l he recognised 
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the full dignity of hia calling. He had the power/ 
but not the 'viU. 1 say he “had** advisedly, 
because he has it no longer. His last productions 
are positively puerile as compared with his first, 
and each new thing he writes shows the falliiig-off 
in his skill more and more perceptibly. His 
similes are heavy and confused; his strained efforts 
at impossible paradox almost ludicrous. This is 
the kind of thing ho revels in : — 

The formless form of a moiithloss mouth, 

u 

And the bitoless bite of a tooth that has gone. 

We are, perforce, thrown back on the “ Poems 
and Ballads ” and “ Tristram of Lyonesse,’’ com- 
pelled to realise that in these two books we have 
got all of Swinburne that wc shall ever get worth 
reading — all the concentrated lire of that genius 
which is dying out day by day into dull ashes. 
Theodore Watts, practical, friendly Watt^ B(^^- 
thing of a poet himself in a grave and lumbersome 
way, can do nothing to revive that once brilliant 
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if lurid ^low that animated Algernon’s formerly 
reckless spirit. It is all over — the lamp is 
quenched, and the harp is broken. It would have 
been almost better for Swinburne’s fame had ho 
died in his youth, consumed, like the Jabled 
Phccnix, by the fierce glare of the poetic hell- 
flames he had kindled about himself, rather than 
have lived till now to drivel into a silly dotage of 
roundels concerning babies* toes and noses and 
fingers, which arc assuredly the most uninteresting 
subject-matter to the lover of true poesy. ^His 
attempts, too, in the ‘‘Border-Ballad” style are 
the weakest and most unsatisfactory iiniiations of 
the rough but vigorous original models. And 
while on the subject of imitation, it is rather inter- 
esting to the careful student of poetic “ style ” to 
read the admirable translations made from the 
earlier Italian poets by Dante <Tabriel Rossetti, 
and compare them with some of Swinburne’s 
eatli^ pieces. It will be remembered that Swin- 
burne was at one time of his life much in the 
company of Rossetti, and he would most probably 
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have heard many of theRe translations read before 
they were published ; anyway, the similitude of 
measure and rhythm between Bossetti’s “ render* 
ings *’ and Swinburne’s “ originals ” is somewhat 
striking. 

Personally, I am inclined to think that the 
worthy Algernon Charles caught his particular 
trick of rhyming and rounding his verse in the 
fashion now known as " Swinbnrnian " entirely from 
the Italian school cf Guido Cavalcanti, Binaldo 
D’^quino, and others of their time, as well as from 
a few old French models of the Pran9oi8 Villon 
type. His actual masterpiece, a work which con- 
tains no such borrowed juggleries of rhyme, is 
“ Tristram of Lyonesse.” This great poem is not 
half BO well known as it ought to be — most people 
appear never to have hoard of it, much less to 
have read it. In perusing its pages, one scarcely 
thinks of the author save os the, merest human 
phonograph through which Inspiration speaks — 
in fact, it is rather curious to realise how little we 
really do take the personal Swinburne into our 
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^oonsideration while reading his works, or for that 
matter the personal anybody who has ever done 
anything. Personalities are very seldom really 
interesting. It is only wlien we have a wild, wicked 
Byron that we are fascinated by “personality”; 
a man who turns upon us, saying that he is — * 

“ only not to desperation driven. 
Became not alt op ether of mch chip 
Ae rots into the souls of those tv In on I mirvep.' 

Well, well! And what of Browning? Wliy, 
Browning is dead. Moreover, he is buried in 
damp, dirty, evil-smelling Westminster Abbey. 
What more would you have for him ? Faroe ? 
Let be, let be; he had Notoriety. 'I’liat must 
suffice, and that being done, why, all is done, 
‘and there is no more to bo said. Notoriety is 
not Fame. Fame is not Notoriety. No man 
can have both, though he may cheat himself 
into taking the lesser for the greater, and die 
happy in the pleasing delusion. Even so Brown- 
ing died ; even so was he honourably interred. 
May be rest in peace. Amen 
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XV. 

OF MORE POETft. 

Are there no other poets in the crowd save 
Tennyson and Swinburne? God bless my soul, 
you don’t suppose I am going to offend a whole 
mob of verse-writers — no otlier poets ? Of course 
there are others! no end of others. Poets over- 
run our land even as the locusts over-ran Egypt, 
and they are all “as good, and a darned sight 
better,” as the Yankees say, than either the 
Laureate or Algernon Charles, in their own 
opinion. Mark that last clause, please ; it is 
important. The number of “ poets ” so styled 
by themselves is legion ; only 1, who am a 
tndely-opiniated and fastidious masquer, decline 

to recognise their clamorous claims to the death 
m 
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less laurel. But this does not matter. Who 
cares what I either decline or accept ? My 
opinions are “ nothing to nobody.” I only ex- 
press them for my own satisfaction and amuse- 
ment; I have no other good to gain thereby. 
As for the chance of offending the ” poets ” 
alluded to, I certainly care not a jot. I have 
no desire to please them in any way, as I consider 
most of them an offence and an obstruction in 
literature. Some people run away with the 
notion that Edwin Arnold (I give him the full 
glory of his “ Sir ” and C.S.T. elsewhere) is 
a poet. Certainly his books sell. The ” Light 
of Asia,” with all its best bits taken out of the 
original ” Mahabharata,” is a perfect triumph of 
verse-making. All the religious ladies read it 
because it is so very unexciting and heavenly 
and harmless, and because, like alF pioijit' .poetry, 
it preaches virtue that no one evelMdraams of 
practising. It is a capital book for school prises, 
too : it will not hurt any boy or gii4 'Ito read it, . 
and it may providentially check them in time 
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horn trying to write verse themselves. As for 
the ** Light of the World,” it will probably meet 
with the same success among the same class of 
readers, though it is much inferior to the ” Light 
of Asia,” owing to having no ‘‘ !Mahal)hdrata ” 
in it. But Lowis Murrin is quite as great a 
favourite with the “ goodys ” of society as Sir 
Edwin. The “goodys” don’t know, and don’t 
want to know, anything about Dante’s “ Inferno,” 
and are therefore quite suti»-ticd to accept “The 
“ Epic of Hades ” as bond fide “ original ” matter, 
— and there are some “sweetly pretty” lines *in 
“A Vision of Saints.” Both productions are 
well adapted for gift-books, and will suit the 
taste of the demure provincial “misses” who 
wish to be discovered reading poetry under a 
shady tree what time the bachelor curate of the 
parish ^passetb by. All the same, I, who am a 
Nobod;^ ^^line to consider either Morris or 
Arnold' polts. They are excellent verse- compilers 
Uioagb, aQlEl itiit the tastes of those who do not 
ears about either originality or inspiration. 
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I am nothing if not eccentric, and so 1 ant 
disposed to place one Alfred G. Galmonr among 
the poets. He has published no poems — he has 
onl; produced poetical ” plays, failures all, save 
“ The Amber Heart,” and he has been generally 
“sent to the right about” by persons with infinitely 
less brain than himself. It is curious to observe 
what spite and meanness waken in the manly 
breasts of certain of his fellows at the mere 
mention of bis name. I spoke in praise of ** The 
Amber Heart ” on one occasion to a critical 
brother, and he at once said — ” All filched out 
of Wills’s waste-paper basket ; he was Wills’s 
secretary.” ” What of ‘ Gyrene ’ ? I asked. “ Oh, 
I don’t know anj-thing about ‘ Gyrene ’ ; but if 
there’s anything good in it, depend upon it, it 
is stolen from Wills.” I relapsed into e^gpee, 
for I never thought and never shall thiiik 
thing of Wills, whereas I do think something' of 
Galmour. He is writing a dram% 1 
*' Dante and Beatrice,” and I confess. 
pating it with intense interest. 1 want him tQ' 
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4o as my dear frieud Oscar Wilde has done^ — 
polverise his enemies by a big success. And 
why? Because I hate i;o see a hard-working 
man sat upon.” And Calmour does work hard, 
lives hard too, and never complains or “ girds ” 
at fate, wherefore I venture to prophecy fame for 
him one of these days. I have been assured he is 
conceited. I have never found him so. Suppose 
he wore, is conceit a singular fault in authors ? 
Are we. to believe tiiat they are more boastfully 
disposed than actors, for instance ? 

‘*What do you think of Calmour?” I asked 
E. 8. Willard on one occasion, when, in all the 
grave consciousness of “looking” Judah to the 
life, he stood beside me sipping convivial tea in 
Wilson Barrett’s drawing-room. 

of Calmour?” he replied, with an 
immi|^ble ^ of self-sufliciency. “I never think 
of Calmour I ” 

Magnifi^ipntywind-bag assertiveness ! but hope- 
unreasonable. Calmour is more worth 
tbinkilQi? ibpPt than Willard, only Willard doesn’t 
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see it. • The creator of a part merits greater con- 
sicioration than the mime who performs it. 1 
confcHB to being a lover of fair play, and when 
a lot of people try to “ hustle ” a man, 1 am 
disposed to fight fur him. Anyway, Calmour has 
a clean and delicate pen, and does not pander to 
vulgar vice like that wretched old Scandinavian 
humbug, Ibsen. Why we should abuse Calmour 
and praise Ibsen passes my comprehension. Ex- 
cept that “ foreign ” scribblers are all “geniuses ** 
with us at once — they must be, you know, simply 
because they are foreign; they have a “ subtlety," 
a “ flavour,” an “ ardour,” a “ naturalism,” and 
— a Nastiness which is not the legitimate inheri- 
tance of the English School. Had any one of Otar 
own men dared to offer us a “ Hedda Gabler,” 
or a “ Ibismersholin,” or klaeterlinck’s piece of 
bathos, “ L’lntruse,” he would have been shrieked 
and howled down with derisive laughter. 

I often wonder what on earth the faddists of 
the poor old doddering, doting Athenaum mesit'l 
by poking and prodding about for sparks of genius 
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in their new “heavy man/' William Watson? 
It is very fnmiy to call him a poet — ^ very 
funny, indeed. He is a sort of fiftli-rnte Words- 
worth — and while wo can just stand the Bonnots 
and shorter poems of Wordsworth at (irst-lyind, 
11 diluted exaniplo of his pattern in those days is 
too much for our })ationce. 1 know a good many 
people — ^in fact, I moot in social intorconrso nearly 
everybody worth knowing — but as yot I have 
come upon nobody who reads Watson’s pooms, 
or who appear to know anything about Watsjn. 
Curious, isn’t it ? The A ikenamm Rooms to carry 
no conviction whatever to the Ass-public. 

Messrs. Truhner sent to me some time ago a 
hook of poems, which first surprised and then 
fascinated me into the belief that I Imd discovered 
an English Petrarch. I think I have, too. If 
''absolute music, perfect rhythm, and exquisite 
wording of love-thoughts are Petrurchian, then 
my man is a Petrarch. His book is called “A 
Lover’s bmnies,” and the ** litanies ” are the 
poems. There are ten of them, and each one 

18 
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haH a borrowed from the old cburch missal 
— rather a quaint idea. It would be dilBcult to 
mateh the one called ‘‘Vox Amoris” among all 
the love-2)()om8 of the world. Does the dear old 
purHind Athenamin know anything about this real 
poet, who has porhaim not been “ discovered *’ by 
Mr. Grant Allen or Andrew Lang? Cheer up, 
old Aihcrucum^ put on thy spectacles, and look 
about for the author of these “Litanies,'' lest 
the outer world should say thou art napping! 
People are reading “ A Lover’s Litanies " — those 
people who do not know anything about William 
Watson. 

Robert Louis Stevenson started as a **poet,” 
I believe. Now he has become the “ Thucydides 
of literature *’ — vide Pail Mali Gazette. Such 
nice, pretty classical names the PaU Mall discovers 
for its particular darlings. Has the Pall Mall read 
Thucydides? I rather doubt it. I have, and 
find no resemblance to Mr. Stevenson. And^ 
truth to tell, I preferred Mr. Stevenson^s past 
poetry to his present prose. Yet why should I 
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mormor, reDiembering tbe Bweot, sound slumbor 
into which I fell over “The Wrecker*’ — that 
tr^dng mixture of Marryat and Clark liusBell. I 
think it is a capital story for BchooU)o} B though , 
and that is why the Pall MdU admires it. am 
not a schoolboy; the Pall Mall is; a dear, 
bright, gamesome, peg- top- and -marble creature, 
who thinks the greatest joke in life is to break 
a neighbour’s window or ring a ju-ighbour’s bell, 
and then run away laughing. Its animal spirits 
are too delightfully boisterous for it to appreciate 
any sort of deep sentiment; a story of strong 
human passions, or a romance in which love has 
the most prevailing share, would not appeal to its 
onlessoned fancy. And, very naturally, it appre- 
ciates Stevenson, because he gives it no hard, 
uncomfortable life-problems to think about 
Another “ poet ” who calls himself so is Hall 
Caine. He says the “ Scapegoat ” is not so much 
a novel as a drama, and not so much a drama 
as a “poem.” Very good indeed! Excellent 
fooling, upon my life. Hall Caine can be very 
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funny if he IiIu'B, though you wouldn't think it 
to look at him. When he called his story of the 
Jlondnmn ” a “ New Hagji,” it was only hia 
fun. Ilia wit is quite irrcpresaible. Among other 
hiuq(u-()UH tilings, he has had his portrait taken 
in a loose shirt and knudoirB, seated facing the 
l)U.st of Shakespeare, like a day-labourer fronting 
the Sphinx. It is iiliogcthcr refreshing to find 
a Lilliimtifui literary ephemera so entirely de- 
lighted with himself as Hall Caine. He is much 
more conTiuced of the intrinsic value of his own 
genius than Oscar Wilde, with less reason than 
Oscar for his conviction. Oscar is a really clever 
man; Hall Caine tries to be clever and does 
not succeed. Oscar is a born wit, moreover, 
and though ho does crib a few hm-moU from 
Muliere and a few paradoxes from liochefoucauld, 
what docs it matter for the English who do not 
understand Enuich, and have to get “ books of 
the words” in order to “follow” Sarah Bernhardt, 
Besides, Hall Caine borrows from the French 
also ; the plot of his “ Scapegoat ’* is taken from 
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• tlio French, fto one of my criiicnl friends nsBiiroH 
me, and critics arc^ always Francis Adams 

(also a ‘‘ poet ”) “ went for ITall Caine not long 
ago in the Fortnightly — a regular good knock- 
down thrust it was, too. But Adams’s prowess 
is of no avail in tlu‘se tilings. The more you 
abuse a fellow, the more his hooks sell. The best 
way to utterly damn an author is to say that 
his novels arc nicely written,” “prettily told,” 
“ harmless fiction,” or “iiinoeuous literature.” If 
these phrases do not finish liini off, nothing will. 
An original, powerful, passionate wrii(‘r is always 
“ slated,” and always “ sells.” Witness the 
career of one Emile Zola. With all his ffuilts, 
the man is a great poet ; realism and romance 
unite in strange colours on his literary palette, 
and with his forceful brush he paints life in all 
its varied aspects fearlessly and without any 
regard for outside opinioua His one blemish is 
the blemish of the whole French nation — moral 
Nastiness. But if we talk of “ poota ” who, 

though makitig their bread-and-butter out of the 
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writing of prose, atill insist on belonging to the* 
gods of ParnaKRUR, none of the stringers of rhyme 
and jinglcrs of ballads, and weavers of " sagas ” 
and the like, that afflict this enlightened and 
imaginative nation, could write snob a true poem 
from end to end as “ Le Reve.” Such consum- 
mate art, such unravelling of exquisite romance 
out of commonplace material, is not to be dis- 
covered in the English literary brain. The 
English literary brain is dull, lumpish, and 
heavy — the English literary worker is dominated 
by one idea, and that is, how much hard cash 
shall he get for his work? And thus it is that 
poets, real poets, are rarer than swallows in snow ; 
BO that is why I am slightly exercised in my mind 
respecting the Petrarch sort of minstrel I spoke 
of a while ago. He is unquestionably a poet, 
and seems to get on without any “booming.’* 
This strikes me as very odd. However, most of 
the “best” men go unboomed. No occasion io^ 
puff a good article. As for the pretended poets, 
countless as the sands of the sea, there is a great 
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•consolation in the reflection that in a few more 
years they will all be as though they never had 
been. Good old Posterity will know nothing 
about them, and herein Posterity is to be heartily 

congratulated. Poetical gnats must live like other 

0 

gnats, I suppose — they are rather troublesome, 
and make a buzzing noise in one’s ears, but as 
their whole existence lasts no more than a day, 
we must have patience till the sun sots. 




XVI. 

TO A MIGin V GENIUS, 




TO A MIOHTY OKNIUS. 


** O I?ui>YARD Kipling ! Phoebus ! Wliat a name, 
. fill the speaking trump of future Fame I 
This, mth apologies to the shade of the " loose 
ungrammaticar* Byron, as the perfectly gram- 
matioal Gosse calls him. Dear Gobbo! He fias 
eause to be somewhat irritated with his own 
career as a poet, for be has not yet '' set the 
Xhamee on fire,” as he expected to do with the 
torch of his inspiration. Hence he was compelled to 
yei:ii bis pent-up spleen somehow, and what better 
dead giant to fall upon and beat with pigmy 
blows of pigmy personal vexation than Byron, 
whose ApoUo^like renown (with scarce an eifort 
on his own part) sent thnnders through Europe, 
dh, grammatical Gosse ! — ^bui never mind him just 
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now; I must coucentrftte my soul on Kip; orf 
Undyard ; on the glory of this literary age. Let 
me look at yon, yon blessed baby ! treasure of its 
own Grandmother Journalism’s heart! There 
you are, crowing and chuckling, small but “ virile," 
every inch of yon, though you are not overstocked 
with hair on the top of that high head of yours, 
and it is hard to begin life by viewing it through 
spectacles. But as you are, there you are I and 
my pulses leap at the sight of yon. Fielding, 
Sterne, Thiickeriiy, Dickens, all those parted spirits 
have, as it were, distilled tlK^mselves into a fiery 
Quid wherewith to animate your miniature form ; 
was ever such a thrilling wonder ? Hear we good 
Uncle Blackwood, the while he dances yon upon his 
gouty knee ; — “ If her Majesty’s Ministers will be 
guided by us (which perhaps is not extremely 
probable ; yet we confess we should like the com* 
mand of a Minister's ear for several shrewd 
suggestions) they wilt bestow a Star of India with* 
out more ado upon this young man of genius who 
has shown us all what the Indian Empire means.** 
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No doabt, good 'nuncle ! no doubt the MiniHtry 
will listen to thy shrewd suggestious” what 
time the moon is made of ripe green cheest^. Go. 
on, old man, go on, in thy cracked and aged pipe, 
growing wheezy with emotion. “The battle, in 
the ‘Main Guard' is like Ifomer or Sir Walter. 
... If her Majesty herself, wlio knows so much, 
desires a fuller knowledge of her Indian Empire, wo 
desire respectfully to recommend to the Secretary 
for India that ho should place no sheaves of 
despatches in the royal hands, but Mr. Rudyard 
Kipling’s books. , . . What Mr. Rudyard Kipling 
has done is an imperial work, and worthy of an 
imperiaj reward ! '* 

Bravo, worthy 'nuncle ! FTomer begged his 
bread, but the pen-and-ink sketclier of “ Mrs, 
Hankshee *' shall have rewards imperial ! To 
it again, garrulous 'nuncle — to it and cease 
not ! ** Here, by the dignified hand of Maga 

the ever young, we bid the young genius All 
hail t and more power to his elbow, to relapse 
into vemacnlar speech, which is always more con 
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vinoing tlian the bigh-flowiL'* Should it not 
have been written to relapse into bathos/* good 
'nuncle? And beware of declaring thyself to be 
** ever young/’ for nothing lives that shall not grow 
old^and the younger generation already profanely 
dub thee autiquatcid." Wipe thine eyes, Uncle 
Blackwood^ polish thy spectacles, and set down 
our precious baby for an instant the while hie 
other nurses, godfathers and godmothers, look at 
him, and speculate upon his probable growth. 

Jjet us listen to the hysterical D. T. the while it 
raveth in strophes of gin-and- water i—* Mr. Bud^ 
yard Kipling is, and seems likely to remain^ a 
literary enigma. Who can deny his strengthi hiB 
virility, his dramatic sense, his imaginative wealth, 
his masterful genius? He is like a young ai^ 
sportive Titan, piling Pelion on Ossa in his xeckless 
ambition to scale Olympus ; he is always renewing 
his strength like an eagle, and rejoicing Hke a 
giant to run his course. Nothing comes gmiss is 
him ; he will produce out of his boundless slotesf 
things new and old — tri^edies, comedies, liurcei/ 
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e{H08, ballade, .or lyrical odce. Iliu earliest Anglo- 
Indian stories revealed a new world to the as- 
tonished West ; his “ Soldiers 7i'hree *' have 
attained almost the reputation of the Three 
Idusketeers ” ; his Learoyd, his Ortherie, his Mul- 
vaney, his Mrs. Hauk8bee,'*hi8 Torpenhow are 
household words ; while his barrack-room ditties, 
and his ballads of East and West have not only 
startled by their daring frankness, but conquered 
all criticism by tbeir picturesqueness and truth.” 

All this, an’ so please you, on tAvo or three volumes 
of small magazine stories and rhymed doggerel I 
That ” Soldiers Three ” should have attained the 
reputation of the Three Musketeers ” is of course 
only the delirious frenzy of the 1). T. asserting 
itself in gasping shrieks of illiterate mindlessness 
— Europe knows better than to place the intellect 
of a smart newspaper man like Kipling on the same 
level with that of Dumas. Kipling is the Jumbo 
ofthe D. T, for the present, and journalists would 
ncA. be udiat they are if they could not get up a 
*^boom” somehow. Now hark we to the {<md 
' maudlin murmur of an evening journal ! 
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''Wlieru did Kipling get his ideas about Art 
from?” This is indeed a pathetic question. It 
crops up in a paragraph-ccslasy over “The Light 
that Failed.” It is as if one should ask, “ Where 
did Shakespeare got his knowledge of the human 
soul from ? ” Where, oh where ? We caiinot, 
we will not believe he has any imagination, this 
dear Kipling of ours, because imagination is a 
thing we abhor. The triumphal and eternal books ' 
of the world have all been purely imaginative, but 
this does not matter to us. We, in this modem 
day, refuse to acce[»t the idea that anybody ban 
describe a thing they have not seen and felt and 
turned over and over under a microscope ; we are 
so exact. And oh, where then did Shakespeare 
(to revert to him again, because his is the (mly 
name wo can conscientiously compare with Kipling), 
where did Shakespeare find Ariel and Caliban, and 
Puck and Titania, and Julius Cssar, and Antony 
and Cleopatra? He could not have seen Uiese 
people ? No. Then, alas ! he had that fatal gift, 
that monstrous blemish of the bram which spoils 
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Vua geniuB, Iroagination— the groaseftt form o< 
cerebral dieease. In this he waR inferior to our 
Budjardy our hop-fikip-and-a-jiimp Iludyard, who 
is actually going bald in his youth from the 
strain of hia minute observation of life, and^the 
profundity of hia meditations thereon. Our “ de- 
lectable oneT' Our precious Kip! Who would 
not join in the chorus of the paragraph-rnen when 
they propound the fond, almost maternally-ad- 
miring query, ** Whore did he get his ideas about 
Art from ? ** And then, when we find out that lie 
has artistic*’ relations; that his papa is, or bus 
been, painting a coiling or a wall in Windsor 
Castle, we naturally feel almost beside ourstdvcfs 
with delight, because we find our baby’s ideas are 
the result of heritage, and have nothing to do 
with that curse of literature, Imagination, As 
for me, I weep whenever I turn the sacred leaves 
of ** Plain Talcs from the Hills,” because I know 
I have in its pages all that ever was or will be 
i»meilent in the way of fiction. There is nothing 
more to be said — nothing more to come after. It 
19 
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is A Bad thought that fiction ehould haye ealmiaf 
ated here — it is alwaj'B sad to think that anything 
should have an end — but when the end so 
glorious, M’ho shall complain? And bo I have sold 
my^ set of Waverley novels (the real Abbotsford 
edition) ; 1 have put tny Shakespeare on an almost 
niiroachfible top shelf (I only keep him kx refer* 
ence) ; I have sent my Dickons volumes to a 
hospital, and my Thackeray to a “ home for ih- 
ctirabloB." I ehall not want these things any 
mora The only natural reficx of life as U is 
lived nowadays is to be found in the works of 
Budyard ; on Budyard I mentally feed and thrive. 
To Kip I cling as the drowning sailor to a rope ; 
all dilficaltieB and perplmuties in Art, Literainre^ 
Science, Politics, Manners and Morals vanish at 
the toOch of his mighty pen — ^be is the one, tiite 
only Kip ;—the crowning splendonr of oar tuna 
Why should we make any parliamentary po&sr 
over the preservation of old bnildings at StnUfen^ 
on-Avon? What do we want with StraUindimnK 
Avon ? since onr Eip was bom in India, or wf 
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*beliet6 he wse. Now, India is something like a 
place for a Genius to be born in — big, vast, 
legendary, historical — and yet the American Inter- 
VMwer, eonscions of Kipling’s might, thinks it 
possible be may have already exhausted . its 
capabilities for literary treatment ; swallowed it off 
at one gulp as it wore, like the precious pearl 
Hafiz consumed in his cup of wine. 

“Do you consider Mr. Kipling has exhausted 
India?” anxiously inquired the Amorican Inter- 
viewer of Bider Haggard, when the weary author 
of “ She” landed in New York. 

“ India is a big place,” was the simple 
answer, given with a patient gentleness for whicli 
Haggard deserves great credit, seeing how be has 

I 

lately been despitefully used and persecuted by the 
very reviewers who once flattered him. 

Yes, India i« a big place ; not too big for our 
thoU{^. He requires to take life in Gargan- 
tuan gulps in order to support the giant forces of 
hhi mind. But Stratford-on-Avon 1 A mere 
tef^BUh country town — hardly more than a village 
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— what do we care about it now? Shakespeare, 
after all, was perhaps only Bacon — but Kip is 
Kip — there’s no doubt about him — ^he his own 
noble liond-fide self, whose bootlaces we are hot 
worthy to untie. There is "stem strength,” 

there is "virility,” there is a "strong strain of 

# , 

humour,” there is "masculine vigour” in ever;^ 

thing be writes. Mark tbe following passage* 

from “ Watches of the Night ” ; — 

" Platte, the subaltern, being ^bbr, bad a 

Waterbury watch and a plain leather guard. 

• < 

" The Colonel had a Waterbury watch also, 

and for guard the lip-strap of a cnih chain.” 

Now, note that carefully — “The Up-etrap of 0 

evrb chain.” 

What a luscious flowing sound there is in those 
few exquisitively chosen words ! " 7%c lip-ttrap 
of a curb chain / ” It is positively fascinating. 
One could dream of it all day and all night too, 
for that matter, like Mark Twain’s famous refrain 
of "Punch in the presence of the passenjarU.** 

I- 

But going on from this delicious line, which is 
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almost poetry, one jGiods iustant practical inforui- 
atioa. 

“ Lip-straps mukc the best wateb-gnards. They 
are strong and short Between a lip- strap and an 
ordinary leather guard there is no great diiTcrtijpce ; 
between one Waterbuiy watch and another, none 

jat ail.” 

■■ Now, there we have the “ strain of htimonr.” 
No^ difference between one Wutorbury watch and 
another, ** iCone at all.” Ha, ha, ha ! No differ- 
ence Twtween one — ha, ha, ha ! — Waterbury,^ ha, 
ha! — watch — ha, ha, ha! — and another — ha, ha, 
ha! — ^noi^e at all Ha, ha I That “none at all" 
is BO exquisitely facetious ! It comes in so well ! 
Was ever such a delightful little bit of sly, dry, 
brilliant, sparkling Wit, with a big W, as this 
peculiar manner of our Eip ! Turning over the 
leaves of this glorious, this immortal " Plain 
Tales,” you cannot help coming upon humour, 
q^taneons, rollicking humour everywhere. It 
bristleeoutof each particular page ” like quills upon 
the fretful porcupine.” Take this, for example 
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" One of the Three men had a cat on hie ihCMe, 
caused by the kick of a gun. Twelve-boret Uek 
rather curiomly.’* 

So they do. The remarkable pari of thie is 
that twelve-bores do kick — it is a positive fact — a 
fact that every one has been dying to have made 
public, and “ rather curiously " is the exact ex- 
pression that suits their mode of behaviour. So 
true, so quaint is Eip. And herd if 'lMiotiier 
charming bit of expression — a descriptive picture, 
finely painted. It is from “ The Arrest 9 | '^eu- 
tenant Golightly." 

“His boots and breeches were plastered with 
mud and beer stains. He wore a muddy-wlfitet 
dunghill sort of thing on his head, and it hung 
down in slips on bis shoulders, which were a good 
deal scratched. He was half in and half out pt a 
shirt, as nearly in two pieces as it could be, and 
he was begging the guard to look at the name on 
the tail of ii” 

Now this requires thinking ovar, beeauise il' ii 
90 subtle. The muddy-white, danghiU sort di 



sro A MIQHTI ajsnius. 


170 


tiiMg” is really a new expression — quite new— 
and beautiful. It suggests so much! But you 
most some to the humour — ^you must remember 
there was a shirt mentioned, and that the hero 
waa ** begging the guard to look at the name on 
the tail of ik” 1 went off into positive convulsions 
of mirth when I first read that passage. Falstaff’s 
coarse witticisms seemed unbearable after it. “ To 
look name on the tail of it ! ’* It is simply 
inimitable. There is a jovial sound in the very 
SlWing of ^ sentence. And Private Mulvaneyl 
What ai OToAtion ! Just listen to him — 

“ I’m a born scutt av the barrick-room I The 
Army’s mate and dhrink to me, bekase I’m wan av 
the few ttiat can’t quit ut. I’ve put in sivinteen 
years on’ the pipeclay’s in the marrow av me. Av 
I irad have kept out av wan big dhrink a month, 
1 wnd have been a Hon’ry Lift’nint by this time— 
a nuisince to my betthers, a laughin’ stock to my 
oqoils an’ a curse to meself. Bein ’fwhat I am, 

' I’m Fnvit Mulvaney wid no good-conduc’ pay an’ 
a devoorin’ thirst. Always barrin’ me little frind 
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Bob Babadur, I know as much about the knayiS 
most men.” 

No wonder, after this, that the ever-watehfu] 
purveyors of “ Literary Gossip ” rouse themmlves 
up from Jaclirymose tenderness to positive passion 
in re this marvellous Budyurd, and speak of him as 
“ tlio stroiigur Dickens going forth conquering and 
to conquer.” 

The phrase, “ the stronger Dickons,*’ is co^i^g 
it very strong indeed, but — it’s only the paragraph* 

men. These chroniclers of the time have pathe- 

* i 

tioally informed us Low on one occasion Kip ran 

away from the ” clamour ” (of the paragraph>men} 

to India to fetch his papa, and how bis papa came 

back with him, to look after him, I 8u^i«i8e, and 

protect him from all the naughty, viciStW people 

who wanted to blow his skin out into the size of 

a bull when Nature mcaut him to keep to the strict 

proportions of the other figure in the fable. €K>od 

Budyard ! Already the bloom is off the rye, just 

slightly, for if we are to believe the AtJienaum, an 

Eden Phillpotts is "the new Kipling.” “O 
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Phillpotts ! Phoebus ! What a name, To fill 
the speakitig-trump of future Fame I " The 
loose ungrammatical Byron’s lines fit Phillpotts 
as excellent ^vell as Kipling. Phillpotts is really 
a fine name in every way — splendidly hideous, and 
available for all sorts of Savile Club and Saturday 
Remm witticisms, such as — 

** Thill the Pott and fill the cau 
' ^ Eden is our Coming Man ! ” 

ft 

Or this; Buug slowly with religious nasal intona- 
tion to the Wbll-known hymeneal melody — 

*• The voice that breathed o’er Eden^ 

t 

From Aihen^eum bowers, 

Baii VPhillpotls’ stories must be praised, 

He is a friend of ours ! ’ ” • 

Think of it, Budyard ! think of it I Art ready to 
oope with Phill? Wilt meet Potts on his own 
ground? Deem not thyself PMen’s superior, for 
ho ^^understands," according to the Athenatmp 
^proportion, contrast, balance, and the value of 
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anbalting movement,” things that inferior pemma* 
like Scott, Thackeray, Balzac, and othera bad to 
study all their lives long. Moreover, another 
journal dictatorially announces that '* novel* 
readers must prepare to welcome” Phillpotts. 
Mark that “must”! That “must” would iMn 
seize the Ass-puhlic by the throat, and make it eat 
Phillpotts like a turnip. But the Ass is a fastidious 
ass sometimes — it likes to nose its food before 
devouring ; it will nose Phillpotts at its pleasure. 
Meantime , it is nosing thee, friend Kipling, 
dubiously and with a faint touch of derision. 
Bidicule kills ; beware of it, my boy. And to 
avoid ridicule and secure dignity, hist! — a side- 
whisper, meant kindly — Put doum your Boom 
bmineu! Stamp it out Hush it up. If you 
don’t take my advice you’ll regret it. !l^e thing 
has been over-done. You have had more friends 
than are good for you ; a feyr stanch foes would 
have brought you much more benefit in the 1<^ 
run. When your ill-advised flatterers quota your 
jingly " Barrack-Boom Ballads ” a> though they ' 
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VerethmgB immortal — when good Frank Harris, .of 
SortnighUy process, imposes a growling recital of 
scraps of yonr doggerel, "Fuzzy- wuz," on patiently- 
bored people sitting at a social meal, with the air 
of one considering it a finer production than " fhe 
Isles of Greece," or Shelley’s “ Cloud” — we say with 
Hamlet, “Somewliat too much of this." In the 
year of grace 1900 “ Barrack-Room Ballads ” will 
have gone the way of all “ occasional verse,” and 
not a line will remain in the memory of the public. 

The English people know perfectly well what 

# 

poetry is, and no critic will ever persuade them 
that you can write it. At the same time no one 
wishes to deny your surface cleverness or your 
literary ability. You are on the same rank with 
Bret Harte^ Frank Harris, Frank , Stockton, 
Anstey, and a host of others, and there is no 
ohjeeikm taken to yonr standing along with these ; 
but there is objection, honest objection, made to 
yonr bmng forced higher aloft than your compeers, 
steane of a ridicnlonsly exaggerated, ag* 
gteMitefy nbiqmtons " boom." When Walter of 
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the Tme$ rushed frantically into a court of law 
about hie copyright in a Kipling article (he having 
taken no such heed of any other author’s article 
till then), the outside public laughed and shrugged 
their shoulders at the absurdity of the thing. 
From the fuss made, one would have imagined 
that God Himself read the Tima every morning, 
and was particularly interested in Kipling. This 
sort of nonsense never lasts. The reaction in> 
fallibly sets in. Never was a name sent up sky* 
high like a rocket, but it did not fall plump down 
like a stick. And so, excellent Budyard, beware I 
You are not “ the greatest English author ” by 
a long way. In weak moments I admit that the 
newspaper-gushers work me into a delirium- 
tremons of ecstasy about you, and. like my friend 
Frank Harris, my hand trembles and my voice 
takes on a rich growl as 1 quote “Fozxy-wus ” and 
the “ immortal ’’ (alas 1) “ Tomlinson ’* — but in 
these fits 1 am not answerable for my words ov 
actions. When 1 put away “Plain bales’* and 
“Life’s Handicap," and forget all your press 
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^tices, t can think of yon calmly and quite dis- 
passionately, as one literary labourer among 
hundreds of others, who are all striving to put 
their little brick into the building of the Palace 
of Art, and I perceive that yours is a very small 
brick indeed ! I fear it will scarcely bo perceived 
in the wall twenty years hence. And my present 
opinion of you is — would yon care to know it ? Of 
course not, but you shall have it all the same. 
1 consider you, then, to be a talented little fellow 

with a good deal of newspaper-reporter “smart- 

# 

ness “ about yon, and an immense idea of yonr 
own cleverness, an idea fostered to a regrettable 
extent by the overplus of “ beans ’’ which gentle 
Edmund Tates, among others, is sorry to have 
given you. You have some literary .skill, and 
you Bse a rough brevity of language which passes 
for originality in these days of decadence, but you 
are shallow, Budyard; as shallow as the small 
mountain brook that makes a great noise in the 
n^ddity of its descent, but can neither turn a mill- 
wheel or bear a boat on its surfaoe. Your men 
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characters are mostly coarse bears — onmannerly 
ruffians in their speech at least — ^your women are, 
on the average, either trifling or despicable. 
Though unlovable, they are, however, interesting 
•foif the moment, but only for the momt^tit^ 
Because a good many of us know fellows who are 
brave and “ virile ” and all the rest of it, and yet 
who are not obliged to use a slang word in every 
sentence ; and we also know women who are not 
solely occupied with the subjugation of the 
“ masculiiio persuasion ” ; and we prefer these 

t 

decent folk as a rule. But, whatever your literary 
failings or attainments, and however you may 
display them in faturo, be wise in time and put 
down your “ boom.” No man can live up to 
a “ boom ’’ ; it is not humanly possible. As for 
your “ strong strain of humour,” 1 am disposed to 
accept tbat as a fact. It w a strain— your hndioar. 
Your hydraulic pump is for ever going, and if tfal 
result is not always witty, it is flippant enonglb 
And flippancy passes for wit nowadays. '‘Obaff* 
has refflaoed epigram, except when <me finds 
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U bon mot in an old forgotten Frttnoh play or 
novel, and passes it off in English as one’s own 

to set the table in a roar." As a matter of fact 
though, human life is tragic ; and the comedy part 
iji it is only invented hurriedly and inserted }>y 
the clowns of the piece. 

And now Kip — though I perceive you are staring 
at me, wondering who the d — 1 1 am — I will e’en 
leave you to your own devices, and, as the police 
say, “ move on." Not even with the aid of your 

spectacles can you peer through the folds of my 

# 

domino — not till 1 choose. I am not going about 
masked always — oh no 1 You shall see me &ice 
to face one day. And if, when these attractive 
features of mine are unveiled to your ken, you find 
yourself at all put out by the familiar>manner of 
lay speech to you, why, we will cross the Channel 
to some convenient scene of action, and you shall 
order (if you like) pistols for two and coffee for ona 
1 am really one of the beet of your friends, because 
I do not flatter you. The only place on which my 
observations may hnrt you is a soft spot in every 
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man’s compoRition called Conceit. It is a spot 
that briiiBeB easily and keeps sore for a long 
period. But tho true artist requires to have th^ 
spot taken out of him if possibla It is as bad as 
a cancer, and needs instant cutting. Again I say, 
1 do not flatter you. And if 1 had more time, 
I think I should possibly warn yon against one of 
yowr “ boomers,” and my dear friends. Daddy 
LanyAfifTfi. He has the caprices of a fine lady, has 
Daddy — you can never be sure when he is going to 
be pleased or displeased. He may discontinue 
a promising young “ boom " quite suddenly, or on 
the other hand be may go on with it for an 
indefinite period. Of course he is an adorable 
creature, only it is not prudent to judge the 
position of all Literature by the phases of his 
humour. 

And so, ta-ta Budyard i See you again by and 
by! Don’t inflate that little literary personality 
of yours too much, lest it should burst. Don’t yon 
believe you are a “ stronger Dickens ” ; it won’t 
do. It’s bad for you. A little modesty will not 
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tiurt you ; it is an old-fashioned manner, but is 
atiH considered good form. Bea»d and compare the 
gaeater authors who never were " boomed ** ; who 
starved and died, some of them, to win greatness; 
they who are the positive “ Immortals/* and wh(vn 
neither you nor any of us will ever distances ; 
mistrust your own powers and go slow.** If 
there is anything very exceptional in ><>11, time will 
prove it ; if not, why. Time will sweep you away, 
my good follow, as remorselessly as it has bw< pt 
^ away many another pampered and petted “ Press '* 
baby out of the very shadow of remembrance* 
Don’t swallow all the ‘‘beans” my boy! Leaxc 
a few. Better die of starvation than surfeit ! 
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Ha ! I spy a Critic. Hail fellow, well met ! 
Whether you have a 8traw])crry rnaik on your 
left arm or not, you are my own, rny long, py 
never-lost brother, f love you aH the very apple 
of mine eye ! And to speak truly, I love all 
critics, from the loftiest oracle to the lowest half- 
crown paragraphist ; they are dear to mo as the 
fibres of my heart, and I am never so happy as in 
their company. And why? AVhy, hoeauao 1 am 
a critic myself; one of the mystic band; and, 
moreover, one of the joyous throng wearing (for 
tiie present moment) the safety-badge marked 
'•Anonymous”; one of the pleasant personal 
Irieud^detectives who watch the unsuspicious 



Z*J4 COmcmNim A GHEAT FBATEBNITY 

author playing hia game of literary baccarat^** 
and, on the inerent bint« decide that he is cheating. 
1 fibake tfie unsuspiciouB author’s hand, 1 break 
his bread, I drink his wine, I smoke his best 
havana'i ; I tell him verbally that he is a first-rate 
fellow, almost a genius, in fact, and then? — well, 
then I sneak cautiously behind the sheltering side- 
wall of a leading journal with the rest of my jolly 
coiu[)eerrt, and at the first convenient opportunity 
I stub him in the back! — '‘dead for a ducat.** 

And how we all laugh when he falls, his foolish 
« 

fa.ee turned up in dumb appeal to the callous 
stars ; ho was a star-gazer from the first, we say, 
chucklingly— these ambitious dunderheads always 
are ! 

Cy Heaven ! there is nothing in all the length 
and breadth of literature so thoroughly enjoyable 
as the life of a critic, if one were only better paid. 
One is member of a sort of “ Vehmgerieht,'" mr 
secret inquisition, where great intellects are broken 
on the wheel, and small ones escape scoi {tee, 
^ not being dangerous. The only nnfortnnaie thing 
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about it IS that we are losiug power a little. Tlie 
public read too maiij books, and begin to know too 
much about ua and our ways, which is very regret- 
table. We like to toss together our own stjle of 
literary forage and force it down the gaping throat 
of the public, because somehow wo hav(3 always 
considered the public an Ass, whose best food was 
hay and thistles. But our Ass has lately tuniod 
restive and frequently refuses to accept our pre- 
ferred nourishment. It snorts dul>iously at our 
George Meredith Ecceutricity, it kicks at the 
phonographic utterances of Browning, and it jiosi- 
tively bolts at Ibsen. A disgusting Ass, this 
public! It actually devours volumes wo have 
decided to ignore — it relishes poems which We 
pretend never to have heard of — it tosses its head 
at novels which We recommend, and'liungs fondly 
over those We abuse ; and it ev*'n goes and fawns 
at the feet of certain autiiors who show unre- 
strained passion and idealism in their writings, 
'and whom, on account of that very jjassion and 
idtiStlism, we have determined to send to Goventrv 
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My hoart sanlt to zero on a recent occasion 
wbcn the editor of the Academy said to 
me, despondently, “ The time is past, my hriendi 
when criticism can either make or mar an 

iiiitbor’s reputation.’* Good God ! 1 mrataHy 

*> 

i jaculated ; then what am I — what are we — 
to do ? What becomes of our occupation ? If 
wo jjuiy neither stuff nor flay authors, where is 
our fun ? And how are we to get our bread-and* 
biiUer? The selling of three-volume novels alone 
will not keep os, though we always add a Uttle to 
our incomes by that business. 

This is how we generally manage. A Three- 
volumer comes in “ for review,” nicely bound, well 
got up ; we look at the title-page, and if it is by 
some individual whom we know to be a powerjiin 
one or other of the cliques, we pay strict attention 
to it, cover its faults, and quote platitudes as di- 
grams. But if it is by some one we personally 
dislike, or if it is by a'woman^ we ueva read it. 
We simply glance through it in search a B^y. 
nngraramaiical sentence, a misprint, or a hasty 
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*siip cf the pen. (The misprints we invariably set 
down to the antbor, as though he had personally 
vorked the printing-press and muddled the type 
oat of sheer malice.) We obtain a vague idea of 
ttie story by this means, and if we find IJje 
ungrammatical sentence or the slip of the [ten we 
are happy — we have quite enough to go upon. 
We tuck our Three-voiumer under our arm and 
make straight for a secondhand book-store (where 
we ate known), and there we sell it, after some- 
what undignified bargaining, for three or five 

• 

shillings, perhaps more, if its author has any 
'reputation with the pnblic. Then we go home and 
write htdf a column of “ smart ” abuse about it, 
or what is worse, luke-warm praise, for which we 
are|Hiid from about five shillings to balf>a guinea, 
whicl^ added to what we have wrested out of 
our s^ndband bookseller, makes a respectable 
little sum, particularly when we' got many Three- 
volttmws, and effect many sales. (Poverty-stricken 
edHoara who write all their " reviews ** themselves, 
w -get thrir young sons and daughters at home to 
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do it to save their pockets, and who sell for their own* 
advantage all the “books received,” naturally make 
quite a decent thing out of it.) And we can take 
our money always with the holy consciouflneBe 
of having done more than our duty. 

Yet, considering the earnestnesB with which we 
go to ^York, we are really very miserably rewarded. 
We do not make half such big incomes as the 
authors we judge and condemn. I say this 
advisedly, because, as a positive fact, the men and 
women writers whom we most Imld up to oppro- 
brium ore the wretches who make the most money. 
The very devil is in it ! The poets we go out of 
our way to praise, our Oxford and Cambridge petB 
and our heavy men, don’t “ sell ” ; not as they 
ought to (in our opinion), by any manner of means 
And then they come to us — these children of the 
Muse — and complain bitterly that certain Press 
ignored fellows, who never had a " boom in their 
lives, do sell. And it is all the fault of the Ass- 
public, and we are supposed to ba responsible for 
the humours of the Ass. It is too bad. We cannot 
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help it if the Ass peruists in remaining idiotic* 
aily ignorant of the astounding \\i8dom contained 
behind the thick skull and solomn brow of a 
eertain dear and choice morsel of mannerism we 
know» who dwelleth at Oxford, and who is ci\llod 
by some of hia disciples “ A Marvel/* Aye, a 
marvel so marvellous that he hath grown weiglity 
with the burden of his own wonder. And the 
phrase ** I wonder!*’ is a fr(M|neut and fa\oiiriie 
murmur of this impassive phenomenon ; this 
“ leader** of an excessively narrow literary “ set ” 
— this true heavy father ” of the little h^w 
comedy of Clique, For the rest, hia voice is mild 
and dreamy, his eyes reserved and bilious, his 
step as of one in doubt, who deems the morning 
come when it is yet but niglit. Of a truth he is 
a good and simple goose, well stiilTed witli savoury 
learning ; but whether the world will ever benefit 
by the dish is a matter which only the world itself 
can decide^ Personally, I like the ** Marvel ** ; I 
know him for a harmless soul, a gentlemanly dull 
potear, whose posing vexes no one and amuses 
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many. Only I have ceased to try and “ write hiaa 
np/* because I have read his classic novel, uid 
having accomplished that daring and difficult feat 
I consider I have done enough. 

/moug the minor entertaining experiences in 
the life of a> critic arc the appeals made to one’s 
“ quality of mercy ” by the tender green goslings 
in authorship, who fondly imagine that by a 
coaxing word, or a flattery delicately turned, they 
can persuade Us to praise them. I saw a young 
woman striving to beguile my friend Lang in tfaia 
way on one occasion, using sundry bewitebments 
of eye and gesture for the accomplishment of her 
fell purpose, and I caught a fragment of her soft 
yet desperate petition. “ I am sure you will say a 
good word for my poems, Mr. Lang ! ’’ Her 
poems! ye gods and goddesses 1 A Roman's 
poems, and — Andrew Lang! Surely a Mephisto* 
pheliau ha, ha, ha I " rang out in the infernal 
regions of log-rolling at such a ridiculons eiaiu* 
bination, for when ever did the Sign of the Sh^** 
wave hopeful encouragement to a feimde ihynsie* 
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* ster f No, no ; Lang, like myself, must know 
better tban to give any foothold to the vapid ” 
iconinine climber who wantonly attempts to scale 
Parnassus (a mountain exclusively sot apart for 
the masculine gender), and threatens to overcome 
our ** intensely moving, intensely virile stem 
strength ; ” vide publisher’s advertisements of our 
ever-glorious Eipling. 

Another curious feature of the critical disposi- 
tion is our rooted dislike to be known as critics. 
In this we somewhat resemble those dear old 
robbers of legendary lore who wont out pillaging 
and murdering merrily by night, and were the 
most perfect fine gentlemen in the daytime. Such 
altogether fascinating fellows they were ! But we 
play our parts almost as cleverly, and I am sure 
. with quite as much ease and charm. In polite 
society we claim to be “ literary men ” ; the term 
is delightfully vague and may imply anything or 
evetytiiing. Some of us, however, say boldly out 
and out that we are not critics, but poets — i.e., not 
judges^ but criminals. We feel quite prond and 
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glad when wo Lave said this sort of thing. Tabs' 
my amiable acquaintance, William Sharp, for 
instance. He says be is a poet, and he has a 
most refreshingly ingenuous and positive faith in 
his own statonicnt. Few agree with him, but 
what does thiit matter, provided he is happy ? 
Then there is Edmund Gosse ; he also says he is 
a poet, and so he is, in a pretty dafT-a-down-dilly, 
lady-like fashion. Only ho sits as critic on other 
poets occasionally, and, strange to say, is never 
able to find anything in their productions quite 
equal to the sounds once evoked from “ Lute and 
Viol.” “Young” McCarthy, Justin Huntly (he 
is only called “young ” lest he should be mistaken 
for “old”), he who uttereth oracles concerning 
plays and playwrights, he not only says be is a 
poot, but he once went so far as to call himself 
Hafiz— Hafis in London. Yes; very much in 
London. Between the real Ilafiz and the sham 
is a “great gulf fixed,” and the ^ 

Persian singer is more valuable to literature than 
all the McCarthy substance. Now aa to Bdwin 
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Arnold — Sir Edwin Arnold, C.S.I. (it never does 
to forget his G.S.I.)> tlie admirer of tliose pretty 
ladies whose portraits appear on tea-trays — is ho a 
poet? — is he a critic? Well, some of his own 
verses were described in the journal with which 
he is, or used to be, chiefly connected, t.e. the 
Daily Telegraph, as “the finest thiiif^s that had 
appeared since the Now Testament.” Now, 1 con- 
sider this pretty strong, and 1 don’t wish to com- 
ment upon it. If such an eulogy had been uttered 
by some other newspaper we should have said ^jiat 
the reviewer was some unduly excited personal 
friend who wanted to “ oko ” Edwin afterwards 
for his own private purposes, but in the Daily 
Telegraph, C.S.I. ’s own pulpit, it suggested — no 
matter wbat! Anyway, I am quite sure Edwin 
was not in Japan at the time. 

1 come now to another point in our careers as 
critics, and not such a very pleasant point cither. 
Wo are the .^^ctims of toady ism. The little men of 
the Press, the dwarfs of journalism, toady us to 
the verge of distraction, as soon as we attain to 
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Half-a-Grainea-a-Co]nmn power. Of course we are 
really somebodies then, and we have to pay the 
penalty of greatness. Still it is a bore. We are 
told all sorts of things that wo know are not true, 
concerning our "fine literary abilities,” our "keen 
discrimination,” and our " quiet humour,” but we 
are perfectly awaio all the time that such " flatter* 
ing unction ” is merely the distilled essence of the 
most strongly concentrated humbug. No sane 
man, unless he has some private end in view 
whicli he hopes to gain by blandishment, would 
dream of giving us credit for " fine literary 
abilities,” berauso if we had such abilities we 
should be doing something more pajdQg 
criticism. But our pigmy flatterers think we oah' 
swallow anything. Here is a small specimen of 
wbat I call Fress-tosdyism, which waA ^lestowed <M 
my dearest Andrew in Oaliffnani's hy 

somebody calling himself a Ijmdon Cormpoment* 

li purported to be a "review ” of thaii aonasta^ 

* *■ 

dreary production, " The World’s Besae," whldi, 
whatever its faults, had at least the j^Bket of 411 ^' 
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• ing tbe joint authors thereof exactly what position 
they occupied as compared to Horner. Otherwise 
they might possibly have made some mistake 
about precedence. And thus ran the glib remarks 
of the Jjondon Correspondent , — 

‘‘That some parts are well wiitten (Mr. liangs) 
and some badly written (Mr. llaggaid's), and that 
fights are many and blood is plentiful, and that 
there are many bits of delightful verso (Mr. Lang’s, 
of course), and a cackling old person (the invention 
of Mr, Haggard evidently) ; ” but there ! I need 
not go on. Tbe inquibitive individual who jerfrus 
to read the whole so-called “cnti'jue ’ can refer back 
to CMignuni of December 8, 181)0 The gratuitous 
and unnecessary insolence to Mr. Haggard, and 
the equally unnecessary and gratuitous, licking-of- 
the-boots of Mr. Lang must have been decidedly 
uJihUBiTU to ^both authors. This London Cor re- 
spondent may be a man, but be certainly is not a 
brother. 

Apropos of the subject of PresR-toadyism, in re 
my friend Andrew, I must not forget hire to 

21 
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chronicle my boundless admiration for that elabo* 
rate and b«‘autiful witticism once contained in iltBL 
Saturday Review. Criticising Andrew’s "Essays 
in Little,’’ the Saturday said: — ^"The public may 
like Little, but they certainly prefer it Lang ! ” 
0 mttabtle dictu ' Shade of Joe Miller, retire 
discomfited I Was ever hoard the like? What 
are the quips and cranks of a Yorick compared to 
this ? Poor and feeble are the epigrammatic sen- 
tences of Moli^re ; miserable to the verge of bathos 
every " happy thought ” beside this sparkling pro- 
duction of the Saturday ; this scintillating firework 
of atticism, launched with so much delicacy 1 Let 
me wipe my fevered brow, moist with the dews of 
ecstasy; 1 had always hoped the mi^t 

one day be witty, but 1 never thought see tiie 
fond anticipation realised. " Moribund,*’ qpeSiiiA ? 
Never was the Jumbo of Be views so flrisliy 
full of life before ! Glorious old Saturday 

* t*. 

As our American cousins say, "'Lo^'^ray yon 
wave 1 " Whoever perpetratdlltbat^^eUeions eon- 
oeit on Andrew — Andrew, the Pythias of my 
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Damon worabip — let him look me up at the Savile 
ftnd if 1 am there when he chiinccs to call, he 
shall have such wine and welcome aw can only be 
offered by a Critic with cash to a Critic of huinoui ) 
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XVIII. 

EULOOIflRTIl ANDREW. 

Ih Speaking of Andrew I wish it to he very die- 
tinctly understood tliat there is only one Andrew; 
and he is ‘‘the’* Andrew as pronouncedly dftnd 
•positively as '' the ” Mactavish or the ” Mack- 
intosh. Ho is, to use the words of the old 
Scottish song, “ Lang, Lang, Lang a’comin’,” 
always “ a’comin’ ” it in every English printed 
journal and newspaper under tlie sun. His finger 
is in every literary pie. His shrill piping utterance 
is even as the voice of Delphic oracles, pronouncing 
judgment on all men and all things. He is the 
Author^^fS Own Patent Incubator. His artificial 
warmth hatches all sorts of small literary 
fledglings who might otherwise have perished in 

8U 
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the Bbell ; and ont they come chirping, all fuss and 
feathere, with as much good stamina US though 
they had been nursed into being under the wings 
of that despised old hen, Art. Andrew is better 
than Art, because he is the imitation of Art, and 
ho comes cheaper than the real article. The way 
in which the old hen hatches her chicks is slow 
and infinitely laborious ; the Lang Patent Incu- 
bator does the work in half the time and ever so 
much less worry. If you can only manage to 
pla^e a literary egg close enough to the Incubator 
for him to “ take notice ” as it were, why there you 
are ; out comes a chuckling author immediately 
and begins to pick his food from the paragraph- 
men with quite an appetite. He is quite a curious 
and wonderful institution in literature, is my dear 
Andrew. The pensters have had all sorts of things 
occur” to them in their profession, such as 
“booms,” “blackmail,” “puffs,” "burkings,” 
“ cliques,” “ literary societies,” and the like, but 
I believe it has been left to our time to produiw m 
literary Incubator. Of course Art goes on hi^hing 
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fitrange birdo in her own tcdionH and trying way — 
birds thill soar sky-high and refuse paragraph- 
crumbs — ^but then they are a special breed that 
would hftTe died of suffocation in the Lang 
Incubator. And they are a trouhlesoino sort* of 
fowl at best ; they will nev(ir fly wherc^ they are 
told, never sing when they are bidden, and are 
never to be found scratching up dust in tho press- 
yard by any manner of moans. Now the Incu- 
bator produces no wild brood of tins kind. lie 
hatches excellent tame chicks, who make tthe 
prettiest little clucking noise imaginable, and 
scratch among the press-dust with grateful and 
satisfied claws, the while they prune each other’s 
feathers occasionally with the tend(‘rest “ Savile ” 
solicitude. Even timid spinsters could take np 
such pretty poultry in their aprons without harm. 
There are no horrible, snapping, strong-winged 
eagles among them ? Lord bless you, no ! 
Andrew would never be bothered with an eagle. 
It might bite bis nose off! Eagles — i.e,, geniuses 
—are deteitable creatures ; you never know where 
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to have them. And the Incubator must knon 
where to have hie chicks, else how could he look 
after them ? Besides, geniuses always cause dis* 
aster and confusion in the press-yard — they find 
fafflt with the food there, and object to roost on 
the critically appointed perches. Fortunately, 
however, they are rare; and when Art does let 
loose such big troublesome chickabiddies the world 
generally lots them forage for themselves. Andrew 
certainly never troubles his head about them — 
indeed, ho does his best to forget the unpleasant 
fact that tiny are dying about and might at any 
moment pounce on his *' yairdie ” and make havoc 
of his own carefully-incubated little literary brood. 

Needless to say I am devoted to Andrew, He 
has done me the greatest kindness in the world. 
He does not know bow kind he has been ; in fact, 
he has such an open, guileless disposition that 1 
believe he is quite unconscious of the heavy debt 
of gratitude I owe him. I have often thought I 
would try to express my sentimonts towards 1^ 
in some way, but my emotions have 43toked mui’ 
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and I have refrained. Beeides, great souls do not 
require to be thanked, and Andrew has a great 
Bonl. A great soul and “ brindled hair.” These 
qualities make him what he is, worthy of the 
admiration of all true Scots and inferior mefi. 
And of the “ inferior ” I will stand second to none 
in Lang-worship. Have I not followed him at a 
respectful distance when he has started off to 
rummage old bookstalls in search of literary 
provender? And have I not always admired the 
“ pawkie ” manner in which he has fathomed (he 
childlike ignorance of the British public ? For 
are not the contents of the books he picks up 
secondhand, forgotten, or unknown by the British 
public? and is it not well and seemly that be, 
Andrew, should revive them once more as spe- 
cimens of pure Lang wit and wisdom ? Certainly. 
No one would do the Incubator the hideous in- 
justice of imagining him to be capable of any new 
ideas. New ideas have from time immemorial 
been aa affront and an offence to the reviewer, 
apd Andrew is not only a reviewer himself but tiiie 
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friend of reviewerR* New ideas are therefore very 
properly tabooed from his list. But for old ideas, 
carefully selected and re-worded, no one can beat 
Andrew. He is a wandering “ complete edition ** 
(ft ideas taken from “ dead as well as living 
aiithorB. Afl for poc'try, I don’t suppose any one 
will di8i)nte tlic right he has to the Laureatesbip. 
Tho stamp of immortality rests on “ Ballads in 
Blue China ” — that same immortality which 
attends Kipling’s Barrack-Room ” marvels. 
These things will be read what time future 
generations ask vaguely, “Who was Tennyson?” 

Yes, Andrew, it is even so. You are a great 
creature, and a useful creature too, because you 
can turn your hand to anything. You are not 
dominated by any cerebral monomania. You are 
a Press jack-of-all-trades, and, like G. A. 8., could j 
write as smartly about a pin as hboot a creed. It 
is very clever of you, end I appreciate your clever- 
ness thoroughly. I have had the patience to listen 
to some lectures of yours, sitting at yonr feet as 
at the feet of anotlior Gamaliel, drinking in the 
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wisdom of the socondhand bookstalls without a 
murmur. Oal; the most iuteiise admiration of 
your qualities could have made me do that. 1 
have even managed to spell out some of your 
caligraphy, which resemklos nothing so much as 
the casual pattern which might be made by a 
spider crawling on the paper after having pre- 
viously fallen into the ink. That was a feat 
performed in your honour — a feat of which I am 
justly proud. Then again ] shall always love 
you for your frankly-open detestation of literary 
females. Females who presume to take up our 
writing weapons — and use them almost as 
^well as we do ourselves — these are our pet 
aversion. We hate scribblers in petticoats, 
don't we, good Andrew ? Yea, verily ! We 
loathe their verses, we abominate their novels ; 
we would kick them if we dared. We do kick 
them, metaphorically, whenever we can, in what- 
ever journals we command ; hut that is not half 
as much as we would like to do. Almost we envy 
Hodge who can (and does) give an interfering 
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woman a good dig in the riba with hia heavy hob* 
nailed boot whenever she provokea him ; and in 
the close competition for literary honours we 
would fain be Hodges too, every man-jack of us. 
It is an absurdity that should not be tolerated in 
any civilised nation, this admission of women into 
the literary profession. What baa ahe done there ? 
What will she ever do ? Ask Walter of the Times 
(he is a great authority) what be thinks of women 
who writa He will tell you that they are merely 
the weak imitators of men, and that they irfe 
absolutely incapable of humour or epigram. And 
I am convinced he is right. Mrs. Browning, 
Charlotte Bronte, Georges Sand, George Eliot,, 
and othera whose names assume to be ''cele- 
brated,” are really nobodies after all. Wal^ of 
the I’vtus could himself beat them out of the 
field — if he liked. But he is too mercifully dis- 
posed for this : be reserves his genius. Sparkling 
all over with witticism, he only permits oceasiotial 
flashes of it to appear in the columns of hm mag- 
nificent journal, lest the public should he tOi| 
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much dizzied and dazzled. No wonder the Timet 
costs threepence ; you could not expect to get even 
a glimpse of a man like Walter for less. We 
ought to be glad and grateful fur his- opiniuna 
at any price. 

And these epithets " glad ” and “ grateful ’’ 
occur to me as the only suitable terms to apply to 
you, most super-excellent Andrew, my good friend 
to whom I owe so much. I am glad and grateful 
to know that your lang ” personality is a familiar 
object at so many newspaper offices. 1 am 
delighted to fed that English literature w^ld 
conie to a dead halt without your pleasantly long 
finger to push it on. It rejoices my heart to 
realise what a power you are. 1 am lost in 
astonishment at tho extraordinary collection of 
liilliputian authors you have batched by your 
incubating process. They are the prettiest little 
brood imaginable, and what is so charming about 
them is that they are all so tame and well-behaved 
thai tlb6y will never fly. This is such a comfort. 
7ttst a lifUe scurrying and flopping through the 
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pre88*yard is all they are capable of, and quite , 
enough too. Comfortable hencoop sanity in litera- 
ture is tho thing ; we don*t want any of Professor 
Lombroso’s maniacs in the way of geniuses abput. 
They are dangerous. They do strange things 
break out in strange places, and often succeed 
stopping ail the world on its way to look at thep. 
Nothing would alarm you so much, 1 assure, you, 
my dear Andrew, as the involuntary batching of 'A 
genius. In fact, 1 believe it would be all over witK' 
you. You could not survive. 

Cut, thanks to a m n-cifnl Providence, you run 
no risk of this. The old hen Art is a savage bird 
and lays her eggs among wild thorns and bracken 
out in the open, where no man can find them to 
bring to you for the artificial bursting heat of a 
"boom.” You only got the dwarf product of the 
domestic poultry of the press-yard. And these 
are easily incubated by your patent process — ^in 
fact, they almost batch themselves, they are in/ 

4*' ;!l^ , 

such a hurry to chirp forth their claims to * 
literary distinction. But being fragile of co^. 
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Btitution they need conetautly looking after, which 
I Bhotild imagine must be rather a bore. Kelays 
of paragraph-men have to come and throw corn 
and savouries all the while lest your little chicks 
^fhould die of inanition, they having no stamini^ in 
IhemselveB. Some will die, some are dying, some 
are dead ; yet weep not, gentle Incubator, for their 
fate* It better suits thy purpose that such should 
perish, so long as thou dost remain to batch fresh 
fowl upon demand. The press-yard relies upon 
thee for its stock of guaranteed male birds — its 
gifted virile '* toohUts, whose “ cocksinre 
literary Growings may wake old Granny Jour- 
nalism at stated hours from too-})rolonged and 
l0udly-snoring slurubcrs ; but produce no hens, 
Andrew, for if thou dost, thou art a mistaken 
patent and workest by a wrong X)rocesB ! Continue 
in the path of wisdom, therefore, and iaithfully 
inoubate only masculine fledglings for the literary 
coops. More we do not expect of thee, save that 
eontiuue to be the king of compilers and the 
enemy of blue stockings. For myself, personally 
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spediking, admiring thee as I am fain to do, 1 
naturally implore thee to go on in all the maga* 
sines and journals telling me the things 1 knew 
before — the old stories I read when I was a 
thoughtless child, the scraps of information 
familiar to me as copybook maxims, the ancient 
iokes at which my elders laughed, the snatches of 
French romance and fable I picked up casually at 
school. For being always a book-lover it is but 
natural 1 should have learned the things where* 
with thou instructest the ignorant world) but thou 
shall tell me of them again and yet again, good 
Andrew, and yet I will not murmur nor ask of 
thee one thought original. Aware of all thou 
canst say, I still entreat thee, say it! Say it (to> 
quote tbe jovial old Saturday once more) in 
“little," that I may have it “lang.” 

And now, ever famous and beloved Andrew, 1 
must for the moment take my leave of thee. 7he 
glory of thy reputation is as a band lij^t 
around the foggy isles of Britain, anid tliat 
benighted Bnrope knows thee not at all is but » 
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irifltf to OB, thoogh a loss to Europe. Wbeo Hall 
Caine recently found out that he was not cele- 
brated in Germany he wondered thereat and said 
the Germans had no taste for English literature. 
No — not though they are the finest Shakespenah 
scholars in the world and the most ardent lovers 
of Byron's poesy. “ Benighted Fatherland ! ” 
inwardly moaned the writer of “ Sagas ” — 
" Benighted country that knoweth not my works ! 
Benightcxj people that have never heard — ye gods, 
imagine it 1 — have never heard the name (Of 
Kipling I” Oh, dull, beer-drinking, Wagner- 
ridden disciples of Goethe, Schiller, and Heine I 
To be ^orant of Kipling! To be only capable 
of a bovine questioning stare at Caine J To be 
imperwioas to the electric name of Lang! To 
know nothing about the new “ Thucydides, " 
B. li. Stevenson! Heaven forgive them, for 
cannot. I abjure the Bhineland till it has been 
to Bohotd with Lang’s text-books tmder its arm. 
Drop Heine, ye besotted slaves of "lager-bier,” 
and read Kipling. Try to read him, anyway. If 
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you oau't, my friend Andrew will ehow you how. 
Andrew will nhow you anything that can be 
Hhovvn in English journals and newspapers. Bui 
beyond ttiese ho cannot go. You must not expect 
Itim to expand further. His incubating work 
belongs solely to the English Press Poultry- 
yard — his name, his power, his influence avail, 
filas 1 as Nothing, out in the wide, wide world ! 
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If I did not believe, or pretend to believe, in 
Spiritualism, TheosophiRm, Buddhism, or some 
other fashionable ** ism ** which is totally opposed 
to Christianity, I should not be ** in the swim of 
tibings. And of course I would rather perish than 
not be in the swim of things. 1 cannot, if I wish 
to "**^go** with my time, admit to any belief in 
God ; like Zola’s Jean Bearnat, I say, Eion, rien, 
rienl Qnand on souille snr le soleil sera 

I 

fini,** or, with the recklens Corelli, 1 propound to 
S^gelf the startling qnention, “ Suppose God were 
dead? We see that the works of men live ages 
after thur death — why not the works of God?” 
The ex^mation of “ Rien. rien ! ” is It, mode, and 
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those who are loudest in its utterance generally 
take to a belief in bogies — Blavatsky bogies. Annie 
Besant bogtes, Sitinett bogies. Florence Marryat 
bogies, many of which disembodied spirits, by the 
by,, talk bad grammar and lose control over, their 
H’s. My jovial acquaintance, Captain Andrew 
Haggard (brother of Rider), and I, have rejoiced 
in the society of bogies very frequently. We have 
called ''spirits from the vasty deep,” and some* 
times, if all the “influences." have been in 
working order, they have come. W'e know all 
about them. Haggard, perhaps, knows more than 
1 do, for 1 believe he confesses to being enamoured 
of a rather pretty bogie — feminine, of course. She 
has no sul)stance, so the tittle flirtation is quite 
harmless. I regret to say the “ spirits ” do not 
flirt with me. They don’t seem to like me. 
especially since the Tomkins episode. The Tom* 
kins episode occurred in this wisa At a certain 
iiance in which I took a somewhat too obtrusive 
part a “bogie” appeared who announced bivaaeU 
as Tomkins. Some (me asked for his baptismal' 
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* name, and he said Qeorge." A devil of mischief 

sill 

prompted me to hazard tho remark tliut I oucu 
knew a John Tomkms, but ho was dead. 

“ That's me ! " said the bogie, hurriedly. “ I'm 
John.” 

“How did yon come to be George?” 1 de- 
manded. 

“My second name was George,” replied the 
prompt bogie. . 

“ That’s odd ! ” I said. “ I never knew it.” 

“You can’t expect to know everything,” remarked 
the bogie, sententioasly. * 

“No, I can’t,” I agreed. “ And, what is more, 
1 never knew a Tomkins at all, John or George, 
living or dead ! You are a fraud, my friend 1 " 

Confusion ensued, and I was promptly expelled 
as on “unbeliever” who distnrbed the “indu- 
enees.” And since that affair the “spirits” are 
sl^ of me. 

'Whe^er the memory of the Tompkins episode 
haunted me, or whothor it was the effect of an 
exeeSent dinner enjoyed with “ Labby ” just pre- 
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vionsly, I do not know, bnt certain it is that on 
one never-to-be-forgotten evening I mw a ghost — a 
bond-Jide ghost, wl)o entered my sleeping apartment 
without permission, and addressed me without the 
assistance of a “medium.” He was a ghost of 
average height and build, and 1 observed that he 
kept one foot very carefully concealed beneath his 
long, cloudy draperies, which were disposed abont 
him in the fashion of the classic Greek. Upon his 
head, which was covered with clnstefing enrls fit 
to adorn the brows of Apollo, he wore a wreath of 
lanVels whose leaves were traced in light, and these 
cast a brilliant circle of supernatural radiance 
around him. In one band he grasped a scroll, 
and as he turned his face upon me he beckoned 
with this scroll, slowly and majestically, after the 
style of Hamlet’s father on the battlements fd 
Elsinore. 1 trembled, bnt bad no power to lUove. 
Again he beckoned, and his eyes flashed fire. 

“ My lord 1 ’’ 1 stammered, shrinking heneath 

luB indignant gaze, and fervently hoping that I 
was not the object of his evident wralh. < 
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** Lord me no lords I ” said a deep voice that 
seemed to quiver 'with disdain. " Speak, pony 
mmtal i Enoweet thoa me ? ” 

Know him ! I should think I did. There was 
no mistaking him. He was Bybon all over — Byrcm. 
more thoroughly Byronio of aspect than any 
portrait has ever made him. Involuntarily I 
thought of the present Lord Wentworth and his 
oocasionably dabby allusions to his “ Grandfather, ’* 
and smiled *at. the comparison between ancestor 
and descendant. My ghostly visitant had a sense 
of humour, and, reading my thoughts, smiled too. 

" J see thou hast wit," he was good enough to 
observe in more pacific accents. “ Hear me, 
therefore, and mark my every word! There are 
such follies in this age — such literary rascals, such 
damned rogues of rhymesters— oh, don’t be startled ! 
evmy one. swears in Hades — ^that I have writ some 
. lines ud remodelled others, to suit the exigencies 
el the. modem school of Shams. Never did Art 
stand at a premium in England, but God knows 
U siioiild not fiUl to Ecro os it is rapidly doing. 
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Listen ! and move not while I speak; my lines shall , 
burn themselves upon thy brain till thou inscribe 
and print them for the world to read ; iheUi and 
then only, having done my bidding, shalt thou 
again be free ! ** 

I bowed my head submissively and begged the 
noble Ghost to proceed, whereupon he unfolded 
his scroll, and read, with iuhnite gusto, the follow- 
ing 

“ EnOMSII SoRlBES AND BMAUi RrVTBWRIIS. 

" Btill must 1 hour ? Bhall Swinbubmb mouth anl 
scream 

His wordy couplets in a drunken dream, 

And I not sing, lest haply small reviews 
Should dab mo ‘ dead ' and forthwith damn my 
muse ? 

No i My proud spirit shsll not suffer wrong ; 

' Booms ' are my theme — lot satire be my song. 

'* Thrbugh Nature’s new-found gift, Magnet^ skiU, 
My Bonl 'obeys an inffuential Will. 
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A.ud I from Hades rise to life a(<iiin 
To wield ouoe more mine own especial pen. 

Which none have rivalled in these sickly days 
Of tawdry epics and translated plays. 

When knavish oliijues o'er honest Art prtivail, 

And weigh oat judgment by the ‘ Suvile ’ scale. 

The petty vices of the time demand 
Another scoorging from my fearless hand ; 

Still are there flocks of geese for me to chase, 

Still false pretenders to the ‘ poet’s ’ place. 

Who dare to pile detraction on my name, 

Let such beware, for scribblers are my game 1 
Speed Pegasus ! Tc modern penstors small, 
Watts, Bbtdobs, Moanis, Arnold, have at yon all! 
Bmnember well how once upon a time 
I poured along the town a flood of rhyme 
So Strong and scathing that the littk fry 
,01 rhymesters like yourselves were doomed to die ! 
Moved 1^ that triumph past, I still pursue 
Ihe sdl-same road, despite the Nrw Renew 
And Quarterly, and other journals silly, 

That take dull articles by Mr. LiTiLT. 
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Most men serve oot their time to every tirade 
Save book-reviewers — these are ready-made. 

Crib jokes from Yankee joaruals, got by rote. 

With just cnongh of memory to misquote ; 

Ignore all beauty ; find or forge a fault ; 

Revive old puus aud call them ‘ uttic salt * ; 

Then to the ‘ Speaker ' or to Uenley go 
(The ‘ pay ' for book-reviews .is always low) ; 

Fear not to lie — ’twill seom a ready hit ; 

Shrink not from blasphemy — ’twill pass for vnt ; 
Care not for feeling ; launch a scurrilous jest, 

And be a critic with the very best ! 

Will any own such judgment ? No, as soon 
Trust wavering shadows ’neath th’ inconstant moon, 
Hope that a * promised ’ critique will be done 
By bland O'Connor of the Sutiday Sun, 

Believe that Hodge’s claims will ne’er increase, 
Believe in Qladbtohb’s schemes for Ireland’s peaoe, 
Or any other thing that’s false, before 
You trust reviewers, who themseiveB are save. 
Never let thought or fancy be misled 
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*By Lano’s cold heart or Alfsed Adutin’b head ; 
While each are censors, 'twould be sin to spare ; 
While such are critics, why should I forbear ? 

And yet so near these modern writers run 
’Tie doubtful whom to seek and whom to shun. 

Nor know we when to spare or where to strike, 

The bards and critics are so much alike ! 

•* To bygone times my lingering thoughts are cast ; 
Good taste and reason with those times are past ! 
Look round and turn each trifling printed page ; 
Survey the precious works that please the age ; 

■ This truth at least let satire’s self allow. 

No dearth of pens can be complained of now. 

The loaded press beneath its labour groans, 

Aud printers’ devils shake their weary bones, 
V^le AbhoIiD’s epics cram the creaking shelves, 
And KmiiNo’s ballads shine in hot-pressed twelves 
* New * schools of twaddle in their turn arise, 
Where jingling rhymsters grapple for the prize. 
And for a time these psuedo-bards prevail ; 

Eai^ publfo ^library ’ assists their sale. 
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And, bnrling lawful geniuH from its throne, 

TaJces up some puny idol of its own, 

And judges Poesy as just a cross 

‘Twixt Asiiuy Stubhy, Lano, and Edmond Gosbe 

** Behold ! in various throngs the scribbling crew, 
For notice eager, pass in long review ; 

Each spurs his jaded Pegasus apace 
Bhyme and romance maintain an equal race. 

The 6ran<l Old Paradox of Hawarden 
Seizes in haste his too prolific pen. 

And, heedless how the reading world is bored. 
Thrusts to the front a Mas. HuMpnay Waud, 

With * Bobert Elsmere ’ frightened out of faith. 
And ' David Grieve ' a-prosing ns to death ; 

Next trumpets Caine’s ‘ integrity of aim,' 

And gives to ' Mademoiselle Ixe ' a name. 

0 Gladstone, Gladstone I * Boom’ it not so stnmg 
Boomers may * boom ’ too often and too long ! 

If thou wilt write on impulse, prithee spare I 
More vapid authors were too much to bear ; 

But if, in spite of all thy friends can say. 
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Thou still wilt boomwards boom thy frantic way, 
And in long articles to stupid papers 
Thou still wilt cut thy literary capers, 

Unhappy Art thy fresh intent may rue ; 

God save usi Gladstone, from thy next ‘ review * !• 

Lo, the mild teacher of the Buddhist school, 

The follower of the tamest blank-vorso rule, 

The simple Arnold, with his ‘ Asia’s Light/ 

Who wins attention by translatiori-riglit ; 

And both by precept and example shows 
That prose is verse, and verse is merely j»ro8e» 
Convinced himself, by demonstration plain, 

There never will be such a book again, 

An4 never such a ' marvellous proper ' man 
To charm the hearts of ladies in Japan f 

Who out at Putney on the common strays, 
Unsocial in his converse and his ways ? 

*Ti8 Bwinbuenb, the Catullus of bis day, 

As sweet but as immoral in bis lay. 

Grieved to condemn, the Mase must still be just^ 

Hi 
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Nor spare melodions advocates of last. 

Fore is the flame which o'er her altar boras ; 

From grosser incense with disgust she toms. 

Mend, Swinburne, mend thy morals and thy taste , 
Flo warm, but pure ; bo amorous, but chaste ; 

Thy borrowed fancies to Villon restore, 

And use old Scripture similes no more I 

“ Behold ! ye cliques ; one moment spare the text ! 
Hall Caine’s last work, and worst — ^nntil his next t 
Whether he drafts his ' sagas * into plays, 

Or damns his brother authors with faint praise, 

His elephantine style is still the same, 

Forever turgid, and forever tame. 

Boom for the ‘ Scapegoat ‘ 1 it has been re>writ 
To suit the measure of the critics’ wit ; 

' Bondsman * and * Deemster ’ tweak each other's 
toes. 

And as a spurious ‘ genius ’ Caine doth pose, ’ 
Taking himself and all his books on trust. 

And getting photographed with Shakespeare'e 
bust! 
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“ Another book of verses ? Who again 
Inflicts rhj^med doggerel on the sons of men ? 

‘Tis Orient Eifxjno, the reviewers’ boast, 

The darling of the Anglo-Indian eoast, 

Who, on cheap praise and cheaper conquest benti 
Imports slang ‘ notions ’ from the soldier’s tent, 
And crams his lines with * Tommy Atkins ’ here 
And ' Tommy Atkins ’ diction everywhere — 

* Barrack-Boom Ballads I ’ come, who’ll buy I who’ll 
buy! 

The precious bargain’s low ! ’i faith, not I ! 

For BuDvaBo’s verse, despite his ‘ boom,' is flat, 
Though critics bloat him with ' log-rollers’ ’ fat — 

0 Bodvabd Eiplino 1 Phoebus 1 What a name 
To fill the speaking-trump of future fame ! 

0 Buoy^ Eifuno, for a moment think 
What ‘ chancey ’ profits spring from pen and ink ! 
Thy name already tires the public ear, 

One riiilling for thy ‘ Tales ’ seems monstrous dear ; 
F<w though they make a decent show of print 
Tha book as book of worth has * nothing in ’t 
0 BtroYABD SmuHo I cease to scribble rhymes, , 
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And stlcK to Abiuub Walteb of the Tinm ; 

As ‘ Special Correspondent or * Our Own/ 

But for God's sake leave Poesy alone ; 

Scratch not the surface of the mystic East 
^^^ith flippant pen dipped in reporter’s yeast, 

For India’s riddle is a riddle still 
In spite of any * Plain Tale from a Hill/ 

The silent griefs of conquered tribes and nations 
Are not explained in military flirtations, 

Or * ditties departmental,’ trite of style, 

(Any ‘jongleur ’ could scrawl them by the mile ;) 
As ‘ Light that Failed,’ thy race is nearly run. 

Thy goose is cooked ; thy stuffing’s over-done ! 

“ Lo, great ‘ Thucydides ’ of Samoa’s isle 
Believes his inspiration and his bile. 

And o’er the rolling ocean wide and deep 
Sends the chef-d’omvres that make his readers sleep. 
The ‘ Wrecker ’ comes and ponderously heaves 
O’er weary brains its soothing weight of leaves, 
And those who never knew that joy before 
Yield to the peaceful pleasure of the snore. 
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And drovvse in chairs at clubs in open day, 

Just as they drowsed o’er ‘ classic ' ‘ Ballantrae>' 
Hail to ‘ Thucydides ’ ! and hail the pen 
That writes him up above all other men ; 

For slip’s a blessing, and whato’er may hap 
His works ensure a harmless, perfect nap. 

“Lo, with what pomp the daily prints proclaim 
The rival caudiJatos for Attic fame ; 

In grim array though Haooaud’s Zulus rise, 

Yet ‘ Q ' and dull Grant Allen share the prize ; 
Then come the little train of ‘ Pseudonyms ' — * 

A set of female faddists full of whims — 

Who pour their vapid follies o’er the town. 
Excusing Vice and sneering Virtue down ; 

Next see good Bbntlex’s list of writers small ; 

I wonder where the deuce he finds them all ? 

Some ‘ novel new ' he issues every wee k, 

A fiction of the kind that housemaids sock — 

Mild tales of goose-love, which he thinks may 
please, 

Sore only geese would purchase books like these I 
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Broughton's balf-rulgar, halMsscmons stories, 
And Mrs. Henry Wood’s posthumous glories ; 

Here Madam Trollops whirls her small 'Wild 
Wheel,* 

There Mistress Hbnnieeb unwinds her reel, 

And silly ‘ fictionists ’ of no repute 
Spring up like weeds to wither at the root. 
Excellent Bentley ! stay thy lavish hand, 
Continuous trash were more than we could stand ; 
Give us good authors who deserve their name, 

And save thy once distinguished firm from shame ; 
Give prominence to Genius — publish less, 

Or rivals new thy ‘ house ’ will dispossess, 

In spite of folks who think the works of Shelley 
Inferior to romances by Cobblu. 

Grant Allen hath a ' heaven-sent ’ tale to teH, 

But much he fears its utterance would not * seli ' 
Wherefore, to be quite certain of his cash, 

He writes (regardless of his * inspiration *) 
Practical Allen ! Noble, manly heart! 

Wise huckster of small notiiings in the nuurt,— - 
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To wbat a pitch of prudence dost thou reach 
To feel the ' god,* yet give thy thoughts no speech, 
All for the sake of vulgar pounds and pence ! 

God bless thee, Allen, for thy common sense I 

** Health to ‘ lung ’ Andrew ! Heaven preserve his 
life 

To flourish on the sacred shores of Fife I 
Prosper good Andrew ! leanest of the train 
Whom Scotland feeds upon her fiery grain ; 
Whatever blessings wait a ‘ brindled ’ Scot 
In double portion swell thy glorious lot I 
As long as Albion’s silly sons submit 
To Scottish censorship on English wit, 

So long shall last thy unmolested rule, 
loii. authors, under thee, shall go to school ; 
Behold the * Savile ’ band shall aid thy plan 
And own thee chieftain of the critic clan. 

BkiELiNa shall ‘ butter * thee, and thou sometimes 
Wilt praise in gratitude his doggerel rhymes, 

And Haouabd, too, thy eulogies shall seek. 

And for his book another * boom ’ bespeak ; 
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And vftrionfl mapa^ines their aid will lend 
To damn thy foe or deify thy friend. 

Snoh wondrous honours deck thy proud career, 
RhymcBtcr and lecturer and pamphleteer, 
Known he thy name, unbounded be thy sway, 
And may all editors increase thy ‘ pay * — 

Yet mark one caution ere thy next review 
Falls heavy on a female who is ‘ blue.* 
Grub-street doth whisper that a ‘ ladye faire * 
Intends to snatch thee by the brindled hair 
And stab thee through thy tough reviewer’s skin 
Wife nothing more important than a pin — 

A case of * table turned ’ and ‘ biter bit * ; 
Heaven save thee, Andrew, Irom a woman’s wit f 

“What marvel now doth AfrWs zone disclose? 

A solemn book of rank blasphemous prose. 

Writ by a Mistress Schreiner, who elects 
A Universal Nothing as her text; 

Whereat the Athenmm^ doddering soul ? 
Whimpers about the ‘ beauty of the whole,* 

And shrieks, in columns of hysteric praise. 
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How 8t!cb a work all nations should amaze ; 

* Nothing has ever been or e’er will be 

Like Dreams’ — produced by the blasphemous 



So writes the Athev/?nm to the few 
Who still pay threepence for a bad review, 

And watch the hatching of the little plots 
Conceived and carried out by Mr. Watts. 

ChatiTiRh DiijKE ! Come forth from Mrs. Grundy’s 
ban, 

And show thyself to ho the ‘leading’ man, 

With one strong effort snap thy social fetter 
And get thy prosy journal managed better ! 

‘'Great Oscar ! Glorious Oscar I Oscar Wilde f 
Fat and smooth-faced as any sucking child ! 

Bland in selLworship, crowned with selLplnclo'd 
bays, 

Sole object of thine own unceasing praise, 

None can in * brag * thy spreading fame surpass, 
And thou dost shine supreme in native brass. 

Thou hast o'erwbelmed and conquered dead Molidra 
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With all the mot$ of Lady Windermere ; 

Thou hast swept other novelists away 
With the lascivious life of ‘ Dorian Gray.* 

Thine enemies must fly before thy face, 

Thou bulky glory of the Irish race ! 

Desert us not, 0 Wilde, desert ns not. 

Because the Censor’s ‘ snub ’ ' Salome ' got, 

Still let thy presence cheer this foggy isle, 

Still let us bask in thy * sethetic ’ smile, 

Still let thy dwelling in our centre be ; 

England would lose all splendour, losing thee ! 
SjAire us, great Oscar, from this dire mischance 1 
We’ll perish ere we yield thee up to France 1 

‘‘Wise Hardy I Thou dost gauge the modem 
taste : 

Hence on man’s Lust thy latest book is based'>^ 

A story of Seduction wine success. 

Thus hast thou well deserved thy cash for * Tess.’ - 
Pure morals are old-fashioned — Vu^ue’s name ' 

Is a mere butt for * chaff’ or vulgar blame, 

But novels that defy all codes and laws 
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Of bonest eleannesa, win the world’s applause, 

And so thy venture sails with favouring winds, 
Blest with approval firom all prurient minds. 

“ See where at Hobsham, Shelley’s muse is crown’d ! 
Two Parsons and a Justice on the ground ! 

What glorious homage doth ‘ Prometheus ’ win ! — 
Yet sure if ever parted ghosts can grin. 

Wild laughter from the Btyxian shores must wahe 
At such tame honours for the dead hard’s sake ; 

An Edhtthd Qossb doth make the day’s oration. 
Oh, what a petty mouthpiece for a Nation ! * 

And WiUiiAM Shahp, face-buried in his beard, 
Thinks his own works should be as much rever’d 
As Shelley’s, if the world were only wise 
And viewed him with his own admiring eyes ; 

And Littlb (Stanley) doth with Gosse combine 
To judge the perish’d Poet line by line, 

Granting his ' lyrics ’ admirably done, 

(Though they could match him easily, each one,) 
But, <ni the whole, he filled his ‘mission ’ well ; 

* Agxeed t ’ eays Ghahoiam Hubst, J.P., D.L. I 
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0 Shelley ! my companion and my friend. 

Brother in golden song, is this the end? 

Is this the guerdon for thy glorious thought, 

Thy dreams of human freedom, lightning-fraught ? 

No larger honours from the world’s chief city, 

# 

Save thiR half-hearted, rIow and dull ‘ Committee ' ? 
Where Names appear upon the muster-roll 
But only Names that lack all visible soul; 
Conspicuous by his absence, Tennyson, 

The Housiiam ‘ In Momoriam ’ doth shun ; 

Next, Henky InviNo’s name doth much attract 
(That ' glory ' of the stage who cannot a(!t) 

Bat even he, the Mime, keeps clear away 
From personal share in such a ‘got-np* day,— 
And not one ' notable ' the eye perceives. 

Save the Metbusaleh of song, Sihb Beeves ; 

Alas, dear Shelley ! Hast thou fallen so low? 

And must thy Genius such dishonour know ? 

Is this the way thy Centenary’s kept? 

Better go unremembered and unwept 
Than be thns * cel^rated * in a hurry, 

And got * recited ’ by an At.ma MunnAY I 
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'* Now hold, my Muse, and strive no more to tell 
The public what they all should know full well ; 
Zeal for true worth has bid mo here engage 
The host of idiots that infest the ago 
And spill their meagre prose and verse for hire, * 
Libelling genius if it dare aspire. 

Let harmless Bahrik scrawl a Scottish tale 
And English ears with * dialect ’ assail, 

Let WiUJAM Abcheb judge, and bearded SiiAitr 
Condemn bis betters, enviously carp 
At living bards (if any), one and all. 

Such is the way of versifiers small ; 

Let Mobbis whine and steal from Tennyson, 

#be poet King, whose race is nearly run. 

Let Abmou) drivel on, and Swinburne rave, 

And godly Patmobe chant a stupid stave. 

Let Eiplino, Caine, and Habdv, and the rest. 

And all the women- writers unrepressod, 

Scrawl on till death release ns from the strain, 

Or Art assume her highest rights again ; 

Let HkhiiBT, to assert his tawdry muse, 

Damn other bards by scurrilous reviews. 
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Feeding with rancour his congenial mind, 

Himsolf the most cantankerous of his kind ; 

Let Andiiew Lamo undaunted, take his stand 
Beside his favourite bookstalls, secondhand ; 

L(it * Pseudonyms ’ appear in yellow pairs, 

Let careful Stanmabd sell her ‘ Winter’ wares, 

Lot Watts ‘puff* Swinburne, Swinbubnb bow to 
Watts, 

And Shakespeare be disproved by Mrs. Potts ; 

Let all the brawling folly of the time 
Find vent in vapid prose and vulgar rhym$ ; 

Let scribblers rush into the common mart 
With all their mutilated blocks of art. 

And take their share of this ephemeral (Jay * 

With Goluns and her ‘ Ta*ra-Bbom^de4iy * ; , 

And what their end shall bet let others tell ; 

My time is up and I must say farewell, 

Content at least that l,have once agen 
Poured scom upon the pony writing men 
That chaffer for the laurel wreath of lame, 

And think thoir trash deserves a testing nans. 
Immortal, I beheld the passing show 
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* Of little mtlings rating things below, 

And smtie to see, repeated o’er and o'er, 

The titerary tricks I lash’d before. 

And lash again, with satisfaction deep ; 

And other ‘ rods in pickle ’ I shall keep 
For those who on my memory slanders fling. 
Envying the songs they have no power to sing I 

Gods of Olympus i Comrades of my thought. 
Where is the fire tbat*once Prometheus brought 
To light |he world ? It warmed my ardent vein^ 
« And still the nations echo forth my-strains ; 
Gree<^ still doth hpld me as her minstrel dear 
And dedtft |BBfc firagrant myrtle boughs my bier — 
Eholaxd fb^ts — but England is no more 
The England that our fathers loved of yore — 

A huckster’s stall — a swarming noisy den 
Of bar^jaining, brutal, ignorant, moneyed men — 
Ea^^land, historic England 1 She is dead, 

And o’^ her dost the conquering traders tread, 
wtilb shamehil glory on her grave, 
greasy Jew or speculating knave ; 
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While blundering Gladstomk, double-tongued and aly, 
Buies : the dread ‘ Struldbrug,’ * who will never die I 

Thus far I’ve held my undisturbed career 
fiirepared for rancour — spirits know not fear I * 
Catch me, a Ghost, who can ! Who ImowB the 
way? 

Cheer on the pack ! The quarry stands at bay ; 
Unnoved by all tho ‘ Savile ’ logs that roll— 

I stand supreme, a deathless' poet-soul — 

Careless of La.mo’s resentment, Gossk’s ^lite, 

small envy, Abnold’s judgpaent trite, . 
weak scratch)^ or PoH MaU petty rage, 

6? the* dull Saturday's nnlessonod page — 

Such ' ^en in buckrafn ’ shall have bl^s enough. 
And feel they too are ‘J^enctrable stuff,* 

And.by stem Compensation’s law shall be * - 

Backed on the judgmen^wheel they meaiitrlhr me ! 

' - * 

*' Adieu ! Adieu ! I see the spectral sail ‘ / 

* 

* The &trQldbrtigs ’* were a race of beiil(j[% who inhabited 
the ‘‘Island of Laputo," and were bom with a epot on^the 
forehead* a sign which indicated their total exemption fimi 
death. (See Dean Swift’s " Onlliver’a Ttavela*’) 
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* That wafts me upwards, trembling in the gale, 

And many a starry coast and glistening height 
And fairy paradise will greet my sight, 

And I shall stray through many a golden clime 
Where angels wander, crowned with light sublime^ 
When I ^ gone away into that land 
Fttblish at once this ghostly reprimand, 

And tell the puling scribblers of the town 
I yet can hunt * boomed * reputations down ! 

Yet spurn the rod a critic bids me kiss, « 

Nor care if clubs or cliques applaud or hiss, 

And though I vanish into finer air 
The spirit of my Muse is everywhere ; 

♦ 

Let all the. * boomed ’ and ‘ booming * dnnceR 
know 

Btbom still lives— their dli|BntleB8, stubborn Foe ! '' 

A 

ESnnoliiatiBg the last two* Kbes with tremendous 
fmlidiasiSf the noble Ghost folded up bin h<h:oU. 1 
noi^oed that the course of bis reading be fre* 
^lewtly repeated liis former self, and borrowed 
largely firotn w already published world-famous 

24 
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Salire ; uud 1 ventured to say as much in a rai)d‘ 
8ottu voce. ' ' 

“ What does that matter? “ he demanded angrily. 
'* Do not the nameH of the New school of literary 
fioslings fit into my lines as well as the 
Old ? ” 

I made faaete to admit that they did, witli really 
startling accuracy of rhythm. 

" Well, then, don’t criticise,” he continued ; 
*' any-ass can do that ! Write down what I have 

read and publish it — or ” 

* What fearful alternative he had in store for me 
I^nevor hsiew, for just then be began to dissolve. 
Slowly, like a melting mist, he grew more and more 
transparent, till he completely disappeared into 
nothingness, though for some minutes I fancied I 
Btil! saw the reflection of his glittering, iaprd 
wreath playing in a lambent circle on the flow. 
Awed and much troubled in mind, I went to <^d 
and tried to forget my spectral yintm;. In ittin t 
I conld not sleep. The lines rgpeited by the disem- 
bodied Poet bnmed themselves into my memmy 
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M'he bad said they would, and I had to got up 
again and write them down. Then, and not till 
then, did I feel relieved; and though I thought 
I heard a muttered “ Swear ! ’* from eome “ fellow 
in the cellarage,” I knew I had done my dut^' 
too thoroughly to yield to coward fear. And I 
can only say that if any of the highly dietingniBhod 
oelebrities mentioned by the ghost in his wrathful 
outburst feel sore concerning his expressed opinion 
of them, they had better at once look up a good 
“ medium,” call forth the noble lord, and have 
it out with him themselves. I am not to blaiue. 
I cannot possibly bold myself responsible for 
spiritual ” manifestations. No one can. When 
** spooks ” clutch your band and make you write 
things, what are you to do? You must yield.. 
It no good fighting the air. Ask people who 
are qualified to know about “ influences ” and 
astral bodiM'* and other uncanny bits of super- 
joatural bnsinbss, and they will tell yon that when 
the spirits seisa^you yon must resign yourself. 
Pven so I have resigned myself. Only I do not 
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^^onsldur I am auswerable for a gho6t*8 estimate 
of the various literary lustres of the age:— 

‘‘Byron's opinions these, in every line; 

For God's sake, reader, take them not for 
mine ! " 
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The bonr grows late, dear friends, and I arn 
getting bored. 8o are you, no doubt. But 
though, as I said in the beginning, I take delight 
in boring you because I think the majority of**yon 
deserve it, I have an objection to boring myself. 
Besides, I notice that some of you have begun to 
hate me ; I can see a few biliously-rolling eyes, 
angry frowns, and threatening hands* directed 
towards my masked figure, as I leisurely begin to 
make my way out of your noisy, tumultuous, 
malodorous social throng. Spare yourselves, good 
people ! Keep cool 1 I am going. I have had 
enoogb of you, just as you have had enough of 
me. I told you, when 1 first started these 
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“remarks aside/’ that 1 did not wish to offend 
any of yon; bat it is quite probable that, con- 
sidering the ovei^eening opinion you have of yonr 
own virtues and excellencieB, you are somewhat 
thin-skinned, and apt to take merely general 
observations as personal ones. Do not err in 
this respect, I beseech you ! If any fool finds a 
fool’s cap that fits him« I do not ask him to put 
it on. I assure you that for Persons 1 have 
neither liking nor disliking, and one of you is 
no more and no less than t’other. Loathe me 
an'cyou choose, I shall care little; love me, I 
shall care less. Both your loathing and your love 
are sentiments that can only be awakened by 
questions of self-interest ; and you will gain 
nothing and lose nothing by me. as I am the 
very last person in the world to be “of nse” to 
anybody. 1 do not intend to be of nse. A useful 
person is one who is wOling to lie down in the 
mud for others to walk diyshod over him, or who 
will amiably cany a great hulkjng duggardi aerosif " 
a difficulty pick-a-back. Now, I object to being 
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" walked OTer," and if any one wanted to try 
“ pick>a-back " with me, he would find himself 
in the nearest gutter. Wherefore, you 
observe, I am not “ Ohristianly ” disposed, and 
should not be an advantageous aei^uaintanea* 
Though, if 1 were to tell yon all the full extent 
of my income, I dare say you would offer me 
many delicate testimonies of affectionate esteem. 
Sweet women’s eyes might smile upon me, and 
manly hands might grip mine in that warm 
grasp of true friendship which is the result of a 
fiat balance at the banker’s. But, all the saifie, 
thbse attentions would not affect me. I am not 
one to be relied upon for dinner invitations ” or 
'*good introductions,” and I never “lend out” 
my horses. I keep my opera-box to myself too, 
witb an absolutely heartless disregard of other 

if 

people’s desires. I learned the gospel of ” looking 
aftmr Knmber One ” when I was poor ; rich folks 
taught it me. They never did anything for me 
w for anybody dse^without a leading personal 
motive, and 1 now follow tbeir wise example. 1 
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lire my life as 1 choose, thinking the thoughts 
that eome naturally to me, my mind not being 
the humble reflex of any one morning or evening 
newspaper; so 1 am not surprised that some of 
4you, whose opinions are the mere mirror 
journalism, hang back and look askance at me, 
the while I pass by and take amused observation 
of your cautious attitudes through the eye-holes 
of my domino. Certes, by all the codes of social 
“ sets ” you ought to respect me. I am the 
member of a House, the adherent of a Party, and 
the promoter of a Cause, and your biggest men, 
both in politics and literature, know me well 
enough. I might even claim to have a ** mission," 
if I were only properly “boomed” — that is, of 
course, if the Orand Old Striddbrug, as the 
irreverent ghost of Lord Byron calls him, Gladd^, 
» were to rub his noddle agunst that of Knowles, 
and emit intellectual sparks about me in the 
Ninetemik CetVbe^. But I don’t suppose I could 
ever live “ up ”..to such a dazzling height of fame 
as this. It would he a wild jump to the topmost 
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peak of ParnaBens, such as few mortals would 
have strength to endure. So on the whole I 
think 1 am bettor and safer where I am, as an 
“unboome^” nobody. And where am I? Dear 
literary brothers and sisters, dear " society 
friends, 1 am just now in your very midst; but 
I am retiring from among you because — well, 
because I do not fool at home in a human 
menagerie. The noise is as groat, the ferocity 
is as genera), the greed is as unsiitislied, and the 
edour is os had as in any den of the lower 
animals. I want air and freedom. 1 would Itke 
to see a few real men and women just by way of 
a change — men who are manly, women who are 
womanly. Such ideal beings may be found in 
Mars perhaps. Borne scientists assure us there 
are great discoveries pending there. Let us hope 
BO. We really regnire a new planet, for we have 
almost exhausted this. 

And now adieu 1 Who is this that clutches 
me and says, will I unmask 7 What, Labby *. 
Now, Labhy, you know v<^ well 1 would do 
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anything to pluase yon; bat on this oooasion I 
most, for. the first time,w my life, refuse a request 
of yonra Presently, my? dear fellow, presently! 
The domino I wear shall be flung.;.^ in your 
i^loasant study in Old Palaee Yard on the earliest 
possible occasion. Believe it I It would be worse 
than useless to try to hide myself from your 
eagle ken. Tlie “lady with the lamp'*’ on the 
cover of Truth shall flash her glittering search- 
light into my eyes, and discover there a friendly 
smile enough. Meanwhile, permit me to pass. 
That’s kind of you! A thousdUd thanks! And 
now, with a few steps more, I leave the crowd 
behind. me, and, loitering on its outskirts, look 
back and pause. . 1 note its wild confusion with a 
smile ; I hear its frantic uproar with a sigh. And 
with the smile stUl on my lips, and the Sigh still 
in my heart, I slowly glide away from the social and 
literary treadmill where the prisoners curse each 
other and groan — ^away and back to ^’whence I 
came, out into the wide open spaces of unfettered 
thought, the “glorious liborty of the free." I 
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wavo my band to you, deHr friends and enemies, 
ii) valedictioQ. I have ofj^ laughed at you, but 
upon my soul, when l''e«dfte to think of the lives 
you lead, 4^ of small efitooteries and aluails, 1 
cannot elte^ but pity yb# all the same. ^ 
would not change my eat&te with yours for 
millions of iponey. Many of you have secured 
what in ^ese trifling days is called fame ; many 
others rejoice^ in what are pleasantly termed 
“ world-will^ *’ re|katatiou8 ; bnt I doubt if there 
is any one among you who is as thoroughly 
happy, as careless, as independent, and as fb- 
different to opinion, fate, and fortune, as the idle 
masquerader who has strolled casually through 
your midst, seeking no favours at y^ bands, and 
making no apologies for existence, and who now 
leaves you without regret, bidding yon a civil 
“FawweUI” 

Bemaining in unabashed candour and good 
faith, one 'who is nmther your friend nor enemy, 


THE SILVER DOIflHO. 
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